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RVCOIVHUMS ON LANG«ORNE. 

ON READING HIS VISIONS OF FANCY, &c. 
BT MIfiS WUATELET. 

Fraught witli each wish the fti«ndty Vea^ C9tt> 
fonn» 

A simple muse, O ! Langhorne, would intrude ; 
Her lays are languid, but her heart is warm, 

TheQg(» not with Fancy's potent powers endued. 

Fancy, though erst she shed a glimmering ray, 
And op'd to fairy scenes my infant eye, 

From Pliin, and Care, has wing'd her cheeHhl way, 
And with Hygeia sought a miMer sky. 

No more ray trembling, hand attempts the lyre. 
Which Shenstone ofc (sweet bard) has deign'd to 
praise; 

Even tnaefiil Langhome's fiiembhip fails to' inspire 
The glow that warm'd my breast in happier days. 

Yet not this cold heart can remain nnmov'd. 
When thy sweet numbers strike my raptur'd ear \ 

The silver sounds, by every muse approv'd. 
Suspend a while the melancholy tear. 

What time, on Arrowe's osier'd banks reclined, 
I to the pale moon pour'd thy plaintive lay ; 

/Smooth roll'd the wdves, more gently sigh'd the 
And Echo stole the tender notes away, [wind, 
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6 ENCOMIUMS ON LA.N6H0RNB. 

Sweet elves and fyys, that o'er the shadowy plains 
Their mystic rites and mazy dance pursue^ 

Tun'd their light minstrelsy to softer strains, 
And from thy lays their melting music drew. 

Sweet son of Fancy ! may the white-rob*d Horns 
Shed their kind mflttence on thy gentle breast ; 

May Hebe strew thy vernal path with tiow'rs, 
Blest in thy love, and m thy friendship blest. 

Smooth as thy numbers may thy years advance, 
Pale Cave andPam their speeding darts suspend ; 

May Health, and Fancy, lead the cheerful dance. 
And Hope for ever her &ir torch extend. 

For thee may Fame her fairest chaplets twine ; 

Each fragrant bloom, that paints Aonia's brow. 
Each f)ow*r, tliat blows by Alcidale, be thme ; 

With the chaste laurePs never-fading bough : 

On thee may faithful friendship's cordial smile 
Attendant wait to soothe each rising care; 

The nymph thou lov'st be thine, devoid of guile. 
Mild, virtuous, kind, compassionate, and ^r. 

May thy sweet lyre still charm the generous mind. 
Thy Uberal muse the patriot spirit raise; 

While, m thy page to latest time consigned, 
Vurtue receives the meed of polish'd praise. 
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ENCOMIUMS ON LANGUbRNE. 



TO THE REV. MR. LANGHORNE. 

HORACE B. 2. O. 14. IMITATED. 

With how impetooiu a career 
Rdds out of sight the rapid year ! 

Believe me, Langhoroe, though we pray, 
like my good grandame, thrice a day, 
Old age and coughs, and aches and agues. 
In spite of piety will plague us. 
Time out of memVy has been mad, 
And gallops over good and bad. 
Tityns and Geryon triple-fold, 
The Bronghton and the Slack of old, 
Felt both alack ! a fatal day ; — 
And are we half as hard as they? 
Assiduous Charon, quick as thought, 
With lingering cnlls will cram the boat, 
Nor will he bend or bate the least 
To Dick the squire, or thee the priest. 
What though you scape the wind and rain. 
Nor teaze for gold the fretful main, 
Ne'er be by grace or sense forsook. 
To cut a purse, or make a book ; 
You soon must quit your cure, to be 
With Sisyphus and company. 

Ah! then at last the love-struck swain 
Shall cease of Sylvia to complain ! 
Yon'U — won't you, think on many a day 
That you and I have laugh'd away, 
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Of many a smiling social scene, 
Of many a gambol on the green j 
And look confoundedly askew 
On sooty cypress and dull yew? 

Indeed if grapes or barley grow, 
Or snipe or woodcock fly below> 
The sight some small relief may be; 
But not a single trout youll see. 
* To fish (you'll cry) in such a flood ! 

cursed Coccy taean mod ! 
Was it for this I wore my eyes 
In forming artificial flies? 
Was it for this, that better &r 

1 threw my line than J — ^y C — r? 

When you are dead, and fiiir and cleai; 
Our common sheets of song appear. 
Your son will think they serve to show 
Your brains and mine were but so — so. 
He'll see how you have slily stole 
From Seed and South your sermons whole 
He'll wonder how you could for shame, 
Ttien shake his head, and do the same. 



SONNET. 

BY SCOTTy OF AMWELL. 

Langhorne, unknown to me (sequestered &wa«n I) 
Save by the Muse's soul-enchanting kiy, 

To kindred spirits never sung in vaiD| 
Accept the tribute of this light, eisay -, 
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One for thy sweet songs that afnas'd my day ! 
Where Fancy held her visionary reign, 
Or Scotland's lioiiottrs cbiiin'd t|ie pastoral strain, 

Or Music came o'er Handel tears to pay : 

For all thy Irwan's flowery banks display, 
Thy Persian lover and his Indian ikir ; 

All Theodosios* mournfUl lines convey. 

Where Pride and Avarice part a matchless pair 

Receive jost praise and wreaths that ne'er decay, 
By Fame and Virtue twiu'd for thee to wear. 
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DEDICATION. 

TO THE 

HONOURABLE CHARLES YORKE. 

A MUSE that lov*d in Natnre's walks to stray, 
And gathered many a wild flower in her way, 
To Nature's friend her genuine gifts would bring, 
The light amusements of Ufe's vacant spring; 
Nor shalt thou, Yorke, her humble offering blame, 
If pure her incense, and unmixt her flame. 
She pours no flattery into Folly's ear. 
No tameless hireling of a shameless Peer, 
The friends of Pope indulge her native lays, 
And Gloucester joins with Lyttelton to praise. 
Each judge of art her strain, thou^ artless, loves ; 
And ShenAone smiPd, and polish'd Hurd approves. 
O may such spirits long protect my page, 
Surviving lights of Wit's departed age! 
Long may I in their kind opinion live! 
All meaner praise, all envy I forgive.^- 

Yet fairly be my future laurels won ! 
Nor let me bear a bride to Hardwicke*s son! 
Should his free suflrage own the fkvonr'd strain, 
Though vain the toil, the glory wiere not vain. 
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PROEMIUM. 

WRITTEN IN 1766. 



In Edeii*8 ' vale, where early fancy wrought 
Her wild embroidery on the ground of thought^ 
Where Pembroke's ^ grotto«,>ttreWd withSidney'i 

bays, 
Recalled the dreams of visionary days, 
Thus the fond Muse, thatsooth'd my vacant yoofb| 
Prophetic song, and what she sung was truth. 

^ Boy, break thy lyre, and cast thy reed away; 
Vain are the honours of the fruitless bay. 
Though with each charm thy poUshM lay should 

please^ 
Glow into strength, yet soften into ease ; 
Shoold Attic fancy brighten every line, 
And all Aonia's harmony be thine \ 
Say would thy cares a grateful age repay? 
Fame wreathe thy brows, or Fortune gild thy way? 
'EM'n her own foob, if Fortune smile, shall blame ; 
Aod Envy lurks beneath the flowers of Fame. 

Vety if resolv'd, secure of future praise. 

To tone sweet songs, and live melodious days, 

* The river Eden, in Westmorland. 

* Ttae Countess of Pembroke, to whom Sir Philip Aldiiry 
dedicated his Arcadia, resided at Appleby, a small but beau- 
tiftd town in WestmorlAnd, situated upon the ^den. 
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It PROEMlVat. 

Let not the hand, that decks my holy shriue, 
Round Folly's head the blasted lanrel twine. 
Jdst to thysetfy dishonest grandear scorn ; 
Nor gild the bast of' meanness nobly bom. 
Let truth, let freedom still thy lays approve ! 
Respect my pteeeptfi, and retain my love ! 
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THE SUNFLOWER AND THE IVY. 

As doteons to the place of prayer, 
Within the convent's lonely walls, 

The holy sisters still repair, 

What time the rosy morning calb : 

So fair, each mom, so full of grace, 

Within their little garden rear'd, 
The flower of Phcebns tum'd her face 

To meet the power she lov*d and fear*d. 

And where, along the rising sky, 
Her god in brighter glory bnm'd, 

Still there her fond observant eye, 

And there her golden breast she tam'd. 

When calling Irora their weary height 
On western waves his beams to rest. 

Still there she sought the parting sight. 
And there she tum'd her golden breast 

But soon as night's invidious shade 

Afar his lovely looks had borne. 
With folded leaves and drooping head, 

Full sore the griAv'd, as one forlorn. 
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Snch dnty in a flower displayed 

The holy sistei's snail'd to see,. 
Forgave the pagan rite» it paid, 

And lov'd its tbnd idolatry. 

But paitffol stil^ tiioiigb neaAt Ibr kilMl^ 

The praise that falls oo Envy's ear ! 
O'er the dim window'* cMti entwin'd, 

The canker'd Ivy chanced to hew. 

And ■ see (she cried) that speddUs flower. 
Whose flattering bosom courts the son, 

The pageant of a gilded hour, 
The convent's simple hearts bath won i 

' Obsequious meanness! ever prone 

To watch the patron's turning eye ; 
No will, no motion of its own! 

'Tis this they love, for this they sigh: 

< Go, splendid sycophant! no more 

Display thy soft seductive arts ! 
The flattering clime of courts explore, 
Nor spoil tlie convent's simple hearts. 

' To me their praise more justly due. 
Of longer bloom, and happier grace I 

Whom changing months unaltered view,. 
And find them in my fond embrace/ 

< How well (the modest flower rep^od) 

Can Envy's wrested eye elude 
The obvious bounds that still divide 
Foul Flattery from fair Gratitude. 

* My duteous praise each hour I pay, 

For few the lionrs that I must live; 
And give to him my little day> 

Whose graee anotlier day naygiteft 
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« V7beD low this golden form shall fkll. 
And spread with dmt its parent pkuB, 

That dust shall hear bis genial call, 
And rise, t& gtory rise again. 

* To thee, my gracioof power, to thee 

My love, ray heart, my life are dne ! 
Thy goodness gave that life to be ; 
Thy goodness Shall that life renew. 

' Ah me ! one moment from thy sight 
That thus my tnnnt*eye should stray! 

The god of glory sets in night! 
His faithless flower has lost a day.' 

Sore griev'd the flower, and drooped her head; 

And sudden tears her breast bedew*d : 
Consenting tears ihe sisters shed, 

And, wrapt in holy wonder, ▼iew'd. 

With joy, with pions pride elate, 

* Beliold (the aged abbess cries) 
An emblem of that happier fate 

Which Mearen to all but us denies. 

* Our hearts no fears but duteous fears, 

No charm but duty's charm can move; 
We shed no tears but holy tears 
Of tender penitence and love. 

* See there the envioas world portrayed 

In that dark look, that creeping pace ! 
No flower can bear the Ivy's shade ; > 
No tree support its cold embrace. 

' Tlie oak that rears it from ttie grotrad, 

And bears its tendrSs to the skies, 
Feels at his heart the rankling woond^ 

And in ita poisonoos arms 1r diei«' 
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Her moml thus tfae nmtroD read, 
Stodious to teach her children dear, 

And they by love, or dnty led, 
With pleasure heard, or seem'd to bear. 

Yet one less doteoos, not less iair, 
(In convents still the tale is known) 

The fable heard with silent care, 
But found a moral of her own. 

The flower that smird along the day, 
And droop'd in tears at evening's fall; 

Too well she found her life display, 
Too well her fatal lot recalL 

The treacherous Ivy's gloomy shade, 
That mnrder'd what it most embraced, 

Too well that cruel scene convey'd 
Which all her fairer hopes effiic'd. 

Her heart with silent horror shook ; 

With sighs she sought her lonely cell : 
To the dim light she cast one look; 

And bade once more the world fiireweU* 



THE EVEISING PRIMROSE. 

There are that love the shades of life, 
And shun the splendid walks of fiime; 

There are that hold it rueftd strife 
To risk Ambition's losing game ; 

That far from Envy's lurid eye 
The fairest fruits of Genius rear. 

Content to see them bloom and die 
In Friendship's small but kuidly sphere. 
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TViaD ^ner flowers tboagfa sweeter far, 
The EveniDg Primmse shuns the day ; 
Blooms only to the western star. 
And loves its solitary ray. 

in EUien*s val&an aged hind, 

At the dim twilight's closing hour, 
On his time-smoothed staff reclin'd, 

With wonder view'd the opening flower, 

' ni-flited flower, at eve to blow ; 

(In pity's simple thought he cries,) 
Thy bosom must not feel the glow 

Of splendid suns, or smiling skies. 

< Nor thee, the vagrants of the field, 

The hamlef s little train behold ; 
Their eyes to sweet oppression yield, 

When thine the falling shades unfold. 

' Nor thee the hasty sliepherd heeds, 
When love has fill'd his heart with cares. 

For flowers he rifles all the meads, 
For waking flowers — but thine forbears. 

*• Ah ! waste no more that beauteous bloom 
On night's chill shade, that fragrant breath, 

Let smiling suns those gems illume ! 
Fair flower, to live unseen is death.' 

Soft as the voice of vernal gales 
That o'er the bending meadow blow, 

Or streams that steal through even vales. 
And murmur that they move so slow x 

Deep in her unfrequented bower, 

Sweet Philomela ponr'd her strain ; 
The bird of eve approved her flower. 

And answw'd thos the amdous swam. 
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^ Live unseen! 
By moonlight shades, m vatteys gfeen, 

Lovely tiower, we^ll IWe unseen. 
Of oar pleasures deem not lightly, 
Laughing day may look more sprightlyy 
But I love the modest mien, 
Still I love the modest mien 
Of gentle evening &ir, and her 9tar*train'd qneeii. 

* Didst thou, shepherd, never find^ 
Pleasure is of pensive kind ? 
Has thy cottage never known 
That she loves to hve alone? 
Dost thou nut at evening hour 
Feci some soft and secret power, 
Gliding o'er thy yielding mind, 
Leave sweet serenity behind; 
While all disarmed, the cares of day 
Steal through the iaUing gloom away f 
Love to think thy lot was laid 
In this undistingoish'd shade. 
Far from the world's tnfeetioos view^ 
Thy little virtues safely blew. 
Go, and in day's move dangerous hour, 
Guard thy emblematic flower.' 



THE LAUREL AND THE REED. 

The reed ' that once the sliepherd blew 

On old Cephisns' liallow*d side. 

To Sylla's cruel bow applied^ 
Its inoffensive master slew. 

1 The reeds on tlie tankt of the €«pblMt, of which the 
■bepherds made Ibeir ptfca, SyUa's Mldlen «Md for ir< 
r«w8. 
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"^^a^y bloody soldier, slay thy liuidy 

Nor take the shepberd's genUe breatli : 
Illy rage Tet iDDOcenoe witbstNid ; 
Let music soothe the thirst of death* 

Hs frown*d — He hade the arrow fly-* 
Tlie arrow smote the twefQl swaiii ; 

No more its tone his lip shall try. 
Nor wake its vocal soul again. 

Cephisos, from his sedgy um, 
With woe beheld the saogiUDe deed ; 

He mouru'd, aad« as they heard him moann 
Assenting sigh'd each trembling reed. . 

* F^ ofispring of mpj waves» (he cried) 

That bipd my brows, n^ banks adorn, 
Pride of the plams, the rivers' pride, 
For music, peace, aad beauty bora \ 

* Ah ! what, onheediai, have we doaaf 

What demons here in death deUghl^ 
What fiends that oiine the social sua^ 
What fanes of iaferaal night ? 

* See, see my peacefai shepherds bleed ; 

Each heart in harmony that Tied, 
Smote by its own melodious reed, 
Lies cold, along my blushing side. 

' Back to your nm, my waters, fly ; 

Or find in earth sbme secret way ; 
For horror dims yon conscious sky, 

And hell has issned into day.' 

Through De^i'k holy depth of shade 

The sympathetic sorrows ran ; 
While in his dim and nomiifiil glade 

The Genius of 2ior grovos begaa: 
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* In vain Cephisns sighs to save 

The swain that loves his watry mead. 
And weeps to see his reddening wave, 
And mourns for his perverted reed : 

* In vain my violated groves 

Most I with eqnal grief bewail, 
While desolation sternly roves, 
And bids the sanguine hand assaiL 

* Grod of the genial stream, behold 

My laurel shades of leaves so bare ! 
Those leaves no poet's brows onfold. 
Nor bind Apollo's golden hair. 

< like thy fair offipring, misapplied, 
Far other purpose they supply; 

The murderer's burning cheek to hide, 
And on his lirowniiil temples die. 

* Yet deem not these of Pluto's race, 

Whom wounded Nature sues in vain ; 
Pluto disclaims the dire disgrace, 
And cries, indignant, Thby are men.' 
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THE GARDEN ROSE AND THE WILD 

ROSE. 

As Dee, whose current, free from stain, 
Glides fkir o'er Merioneth's plain. 
By mountains forc'd his way to steer 
Along the lake of Pimble Mere, 
Darts swiftly through the stagnant mass, 
His waters trembling as they pass, 
And leads his lucid waves below, 
Unmiz'd, unsullied as they 6ow— 
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^o <Aetf fliroagh life's tnmnltaoiis tide, 
So free could Thought and Fancy glide ; 
Coald Mope as sprightly hold her course, 
^8 &8t she left her native soorce, 
UaoDght in her romantic cell 
The keeper of her dreams might dwell. 

Bat ah! tliey will not, will not last — 
When life's first lairy stage is past. 
The glowing hand of Hope is cold ; 
And Fancy lives not to be old. 
Darker, and darker all before > 
We tnm the former prospect o'er^ 
And find in Memory's faithful eye 
Oor little stock of pleasures lie. 

Come, then ; thy kind recejses ope ! 
Fair keeper of the dreams of Hope 1 
Come with thy visionary train \ 
And bring my morning scenes again! 
To Enon's wild and silent shade. 
Where oft my lonely youth was laid ; 
What time the woodland Genius came, 
And tonch'd me with his holy flame. — r 

Or, where the hermit, Bela, leads 

Her waves through solitary meads \ 

And only feeds the desert-flower. 

Where once she sooth'd my slumbering hour: 

Or rons'd by Stainmore's wintry sky, 

She wearies echo vrith her cry ; 

And oft, what storms her bosom tear, 

Her deeply-wounded banks declare**- 

Where Eden's fairer waters flow, 
By Milton's bower, or Osty's broWi 
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Or Brockley'8 alder-ihaded cave, 
Or, winding roimd the Druid's grave. 
Silently glide, with pions fear ' 

To sound his holy slumbers near.«- 

To these fair scenes of Fancy's reigO) 
O Memory ! bear me once again : 
For, when life's ▼aried scenes are past, 
Tis simple Nature charms at la^ft. 

*Twas thus of old a poet pray'd ; 

The' indulgent power his pray'r approved, 
And, ere the gathei'd rose could fade. 

Restored htm to the scenes he loy'd. 

A t(ose, the poet's fovourite flower, 
From Flora's caUw^d walks he bore^ 

No fairer bloom'd in Esher's bower, 
Nor Prior's charmiag Chloe ware. 

No fairer flowers could Fancy twine 

To hide Anacreon's snowy hair ; 
For there Almeria's bloom divine, 

And Elliot's sweetest blush was there. 

When she, the pride of courts, retires, 
And leaves for shades, a nation's love, 

With awe the village maid admires. 
How Waldegrave looks, how Waldegrave moves. 

So marvell'd much in Enoo's shade 
The flowers that all uncultur'd grew. 

When tliere the splendid Rose display'd . 
Her swelling faa'east and shining hit. 
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Yet one, that oft adoni*d the place 

Where now her gaady rival reigii'd. 
Of siinpler bloom, bat kiiidred race* 

The pensive Eglantine compbun'd.— 

' Mistaken youth, (with sighs she said,) 
FVom Natnre and from me to stray! 

"The bard, by splendid forms betray'd, 
No more shall frame the purer lay. 

' Lnxnriant, like the flaunting Rose, 
And gay the brilliant strains may be« 

But far, in beauty far fi'om those, 
That flow'd to Natnre and to me.' 

The poet felt, with fond surprise. 

The truths the silvan critic told ; 
And, * though this courtly Rose, (he eries) 

Is gay, is beauteous to behold ; 

* Yet, lovely flower, I find in tiiee 
WHd sweetness which no words exprossy 

And charms in thy simplicity. 
That dwell not in the pride of dfess/ 



THE VIOLET AND THE PANSY. 

Shepherd, if near thy artless breast 
Tlie god of fond desires repaur ; 

Implore him for a gentle gnest. 
Implore him with nnwearied pnyer. 

VOL. I. D 
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Should beanty*8 sflfol-enehantiiig snile^ 
LoYe-kindling looks, and features gay, 

Should these thy wandering eye begnil^r 
And steal thy wareless heart away ; 

That heart shall soon with sorrow swell. 
And soon the erring eye deplore, 

If m tlie beauteons bosom dwelt 
No gentle virtne's genial store. 

Far from his hive one summer-day, 
A young and yet nnpractis'd bee, 

Borne on his tender wings away, 
Went forth the flowery wOrfd to see. 

The mom, the noon in play he passed, 
But when the shades of evening came, 

No parent brought the due repast. 
And iaintncss seized his little fVaiAe. 

By nature urg'd, by instintt led, 
The bosom of a flower he sought, 

Where streams monrn'd round a mossy bed, 
And violets all the bank.enwrought. 

Of kindred race, but brighter dies, 
On that iair bank a Pansy grew^ 

That borrowed fttiift ud«lgent skies 
A velvet shade and pnrple hue. 

The tints that streamed with glossy gold. 
The velvet shade^ the pnrple hne, 

The stranger wonder'd to behold, 
And to its beauteous bosom flew. 

Not fonder haste tke 1<^ier speeds. 
At evening's fall, his ftir to nvfcet. 

When o*er the UMly-lMendiilg meads 
He springs on more than mortal feet. 
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'"Vifor glows his eyes with brighter glee, 
When stealing near her orient breast, 

HMO felt the AmmI enttiioor*cl bee^ 
When ^tt/L the gMea MoeM he pMst; 

Ah ! pity nrach his yonth untried, 

His heart m heMrty% ni^gie ijpell I 
So nerer panion thee betide. 

But where tte genial firtaea dwell. 

In vain he seeks those tktaeft (ber6 ; 

No sonl-sostaiaiag elainns abowd^ 
No honey'd sweetness to repair 

The fauDguid waste of life is feuiid. 

An aged bee, irtfiM hrtysiiftf ted 

Through those feir sprinfi, and meads of gald. 
His feeble wing, his drooping head 

Beheld, and pitied to behold. 

* Fly, fond advetitnrer, fiy the art 

Tliat courts thine eye with feir attire ; 
Who smiles tor wbi the heedfesA tieart. 
Will smile to sfie that heart expve« 

' This modest flower of horabler hue. 
That boasts no depth of glowing dies, 

Array'd hi iMbe^pangletf blue. 
The sunpto dothhig of the skici*— 

* This flower, with balmy sweetness blest^ 

May yet thy languid life renew :* 
He said, and €a the Vioiatfis brant 
The little vmraM feiirtly flew. 
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IHE QUEEN OF THE MEADOW AND 
THE CROWN IMPERIAL. 

From Bactria's vales, where beanty blowi 

Lnxnriant in the genial ray; 
Where flowen a hokier gem diaclcMie, 

And deeper drink tb^ gplden day: 

From Bactria's vales to Britain's shore 
What time the Crovm Imperial came. 

Foil high the stat^y stranger bore 
The honours of hiy birth and nanWf 

In all the pomp of eastern state^ 

In all the eastern gloiy gay, 
He bade, with native pride elate, 

Each flower of hnmbler birth obey. 

O, that the child nnbom mi^t hear. 
Nor hold it strange in distant tim,e. 

That freedom e'en to flowers was dear, 
To flowers that bioom'd in Britain's clime! 

Through purple meads, and spicy gales, 
WJiere Strymon's ' silver waters play, 

While iar from hence their goddess dwells, 
She rales with delegated sway. 

That sway the Crown Imperial songht, 
With high demand and haughty auen; 

Bat equal claim a rival brought, 
A rival caird the Meadow's Queen. 

^ The Ionian Stiymon^. 
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' In dimes of orient glory boni^ 
Where beaoty first and empire grew ; 

Wbere first nnfolcis the golden mom, 
Where richer ialU the firagnmt dew : 

* In list's ethereal beauty drest. 

Behold, (he cried) the fiivoar'd flower. 
Which Flora's high commands invest 
With ensigns of imperial power ! 

* Where prostrate vales, and bh]shing4neads. 

And bending moantsins own his sway, 
While Persia's lord his empwe leads, 
And bids the trembling world obey ; 

< While blood bedews the straining bow. 
And conqaest rends the scatter'd air^ 

'Tis muie to bind the victor's brow, 
And reign in enviedglory there. 

* 'Hien lowly Mom, ye British flowere! 

Confess yonr monarch's mighty sway^ 
And own the only glory yours, 

When fear files tremblmg to obey.' 
He said, and sudden o'er the phun. 

From fiower to flower a murmur ran, 
With modest ah-, and milder stram. 

When thus th.e Meadow's Queen began? 

* If vain of birth, of gloiy vam, 

Or fond to bear a regal name. 
The pnde of foUy brings disdain, 
And bids me urge a tyrant's claim : 

* If war my peaceful reahns assail, 

And then, nnmov'd by Pity's C4lly 
I smile to see the bleeding vaTe, 
Or feel one joy in NatMre's fell^ 
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* Then may each ji^Btly yengisftil flower 
Ponue her ^oeM vnth feneroos strife. 

Nor leave the hand of iawrJew power 
Such compafls on tbe scale of life. 

< One simple virtae all mf pride! 

The wish that flies lo misery'i aid ; 
The balm that stops Ifae crimson tide % 

And heals the wxHinds that war has made/ 

Their firee iOoiiBeBt by zephyrs ttoniey 
The flowers their Meadow's Queoi.obey ; 

And &irer blasbes jcnown'd the mom, 
And sweeper fiagnanee ^!d the day. 
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* Why loves my flower, the sweetest flower 
That swells the golden breast of May, 

Thrown mdely o^er^his roin'd tower, 
To waste her solitary day? 

' Why, when the mead, the spicy vale. 
The grove and genial garden call. 

Will she her flragraat soul exhale, 
Unheeded on the lonely wall? 

' For never snre was beanty born 
To live in death's deserted shade ! 

Come, lovely flower, my banks adam. 
My banks for li^ and beaitfy made.' 

Thns Pity wak'd the tender thought, 
And by her sw<eet penw^^siop) M, 

To seize the hermit-^flower I sovglit, 
And bear her fro.m Jii^r stupiy <b^ 

* Tbft pfoperty of that Hower. 
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I sought— bot Hi4deD on mine ear 

A Toiee in boHow monnnn broke, 
And smote my beart with holy fear-* 

The Gemns of tlie Ruin spok«. 

* From thee be fin- the' ungentle deed. 

The honours of the dead to spoiJ^ 
Or take the sole remainiiig meed, 
The flower that crowns their former toil I 

* Nor deem that flower the garden's foe, 

Or fond to grace this barren shade ; 
Tis Nature tells her to bestow 
Her hoaoun on the lonety dead. 

* For tills, obedient zephyrs bear 

Her light seeds round yon turret's moM, 
And undispers*d by tempests there, 
They rise in Tegetable gold. 

< Nor sbaH thy wonder wake to see 

Such desert scenes distinction crave ; 
Oft have they been, and iA shall be 

Truth's, Kcmour's, Valour's, Beauty's grave. 
' Where longs to iail tinut rifted spire. 

As w«ary of Ihe' insulting air ; 
The poet's thouglit, the warrior's fire, 

The lover's sighs are sleepmg theie. 

* When that loo shakes the trembiii^ ground^ 

Borne- down by some tempestuous sky, 
And many a slumbering cottage round 
Startles— how still their hearts will ^e ! 

* Of them who, ym^t in earth so cold, 
^o more the smiling day shall view, 

Should many a tender tale be told ; 
For many a tender tho^t i» du^. 
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* Hast thou not seen some lover pale, 

When evening brongbt tlie pensive hour. 
Step slowly o'er the shadowy vale, 
And stop to pluck the irequent flower? 

' Those flowers he sorely meant to strew 

On lost afiection's' lowly cell; 
lliough tfaer^y as fond remembranee grew. 

Forgotten, from his hand they felL 

'Has not for thee the flragrant thorn 
Been tanght her first rose to resign? 

With vain bnt pious fondness borne 
*To deck thy Nancy's honoar'd shrine! 

< 'Tis Nature pleading in the breast, 
Fair memory of her works to find; 

And when to fiite she yields the rest. 
She claims the monumental mind^ 

* Why, else, the o'ergrown paths of time 

Would thus the lettered sage e3q|>lore. 
With pain these crumbling rains chmb, 
And on the doubtfiil sculpture pore? 

' Why seeks he with unwearied toil 
Through Death's dim walks to m'ge his vny^ 

Reclaim his long-asserted spoil. 
And lead Oblivion into day? 

' 'Tis Nature prompts, by toil or fear 
Uumov'd, to range through Death's domau : 

The tender parent loves to hear 
Her children's story told again. 

* Treat not with scorn his thoughtful hours, 

If haply near these haunts he stray ; 
Nor take the fair enlivening flowers 
That bloom to cheer his lonely way»' 
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THE TULIP AND THE MYRTLE. 

TwAs on the border of a stream 

A gaily-painted Tulip stood, 
And, gilded by the morning beam, 

Sarvey*d her beanties in the flood. 

And sore, more lovely to behold, 
Might nothing meet the wistfUl eye. 

Than crimson (aiding into gold. 
In streaks of fairest symmetry. 

The beauteous flower, ¥rith pride elate, 
Ah me ! that pride with beauty dwells^f 

Vainly afiects superior state, 
And thus in empty fancy swells : 

* O lustre of unrivall'd bloom ! 

Fair painting of a band divine ; 
Superior far to mortal doom, 
The hues of heav'n alone are mine ! 

* Away, ye worthless, formless race ! 

Ye weeds, that boast the name of flowers? 
No more my native bed disgrace. 
Unmeet for tribes so mean as yours ! 

* Shall the bright daughter of the sun 

Associate with the shnibs of earth! 
Ye slaves, your sovereign's presence shun ! 
^ Respect her beanties and her birtUi 

< And thou, duU, sullen evei|Ereen I 
Shalt thou my shinuig sphere mvade? 

My noon-day beauties beam unseen, 
OlMcnr'd beneath thy dusky shade l^ 
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* Deluded flower ! (the Myrtle cries,) 

Shall we thy momenfs bloom adore! 
The meanest ahruh that yoB despise, 
The meanest flower has merit more. 

' That daisy, in its simple bloom, 
Sliall last along the changing year; 

Blush on the snow of winter's gloom, 
And bid the amiling spring appear. 

< The ▼iolet, that, those banks beneatli. 
Hides from tliy scorn its modest head. 

Shall fill the air with fragrant breath. 
When thon art in thy dusty bed. 

' E'en I, who boast no golden shade, 
Am of no shining tints possess'd. 

When low thy lucid form is laid, 
Shall bloom on many a lovely breast. 

* And he, whose kind and fostering care 

To thee, to me, our beings gave. 
Shall near his breast my flowrets wear. 
And walk regardless o'er thy grave. 

* Deluded flower, t)ie friendly screen 

That hides thee from the noon-tide ray. 
And mocks thy passion to be seen, 
Prolongs thy transitory day. 

* But kindly deeds with scomiepaid, 

No more by virtue need be done: 
I now withdraw my dusky shade, 
And yield tbee to thy darling son.' 

Fierce on the flower the scorching beam 
With all its weight of i^ory f^ ; 

The flower exvkkig eanght the gkxMn, 
And lent its 4e»ves jk Mder swcIL 
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Expaiutod by the seaniiiiig five, 
The ciirlio^ ksMnes the breast .diaclos'd ; 

The mantiiiig hldoai was painted higher, 
And every latent charm «xpo8'4. 

fiot when the asm was slidiag low, 
And evemng caipe, vritfa dews so cold; 

Hie wanton beauty ceas'd to Mow, 
And sought her bendiiig leaves to Ibid. 

Hiose leaves, alas! no nliore would doie: 
Relaxed, exhausted, sickening, pale; 

They left lier to a parents woes, 
And fled before the rising gak. 



THE BEE-FLOWER '. 



Come, let us leave this pirated plain ; 

This waste of flowers that palls the eye : 
The walks of Nature's wilder reign 

Shall please to plainer majesty. 

Through those fair scenes, where yet she owes 
Superior clmruis to Brockman's art. 

Where, crown'd with elegant repose, 
He cherishes the social heart — 

I Ttiis is a species of Mte orc|Mt>» w|ii«ta is fomd hi t(ie 
iwrren and movnUiiuous mrto «f Lincolnshire, Worcester- 
sbire, Kent, and Hc-rtfordsnire. Nature has formed a bee 
apparently feeding on the •toreast of a Aower with so mucli 
•xachiefrs, tbnt it is iViPQ^ible at a very sioail distance to 
disttnguisb the imposition. For this purpose she has ob. 
cerved an ecoDPjQiy diffetieot frpm what is found in most 
otber flowers, and has laid the petals borizontaUy. The 
genua of Jhe qrchie. or satyrle^, she seems professed^ to 
have made use of for her RsUuUugs, and on the different smn 
ciea has drawn the t>erfect forms of different insecU, such 
as bees, flies, bntterflies-, Set. 



S6 FABLES OF FLORA. * ' 

Through those &ir- scenes we*U wander wiid^ 
And on yon pastur'd monntaiBS rest; 

Come, brother dear ! come. Nature's child 1 
With all her sinple virtues blest. 

The son fiir-seen on distant towers, 
And clonding groves and peopledseasy 

And mina pale of princely bowers 
On Beachborougb's aury heights shall please. 

Nor lifeless there the lonely scene > 

Hie little labourer of the hive, 
From flower to flower, from green to green, 

Murmurs, and nukes the wUd alive. 

"See, on that flowref s velvet breast 
How close the busy vagrant lies ! 

His thin-wrought plume, his downy breast, 
The' ambrosial gold that swells his thighs ! 

Regardless, whilst we wander near, 
Thrifty of time, his task he plies ; 

Or sees he no intruder near? 
And rest in sleep his weary eyes? 

Perhaps his fitigrant load may bind 
His limbs; — we'll set the captive firee — 

I sought the living Bee to tind, 
And found the picture of a Bee. 

Attentive to our trifling selves, 

From thence we plan the rule of all ; 

Thus Nature with the fabled elves 
We rank, and these her sports we calf. 

Be far, my friends, from you, from me, 
. The' unhallow'd term, the thought profline^ 
That Life's majestic source may bo 
In idle Fancy's trifling vein. 
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jetemember still, 'tb Nature's plan 

Religion in yoar love to find ; 
And know, for this, she first in man 

.JoBpir'd the imitative mind. 

Ai coDScioos that affection grows, 
Pleas'd with the pencirs mimic pO¥rer *; 

That power with leading hand she shows, 
And paints a Bee upon a flower. 

Mark, how that rooted mandrake wears 

EQs human feet, his human hands ! 
Oft, as his shapely form he tears. 

Aghast the frigh^d ploughman stands. 

See where, in yonder orient stone, 
She seems e*ei| witii herself at strife. 

While fairer from her hand is shown 
The pictured, than the native life« 

Helvetia's rocks, Sabriqa's waves, 

Still many a shining pebble bear, 
Where oft her studious hand engraves 

The perfect form, and leaves it there. 

O long, my Paxton \ boast her art ; 

And long her laws of love fiilfil: 
To thee she gave her hand and heart, ^ 

To tiiee, her kindness and her skill! 

« Tbe well-known fables of tbe Painter and tbe Statuary 
that fell in love with objects of their own creation, plahily 
arose from tbe idea of that attachment, which foUo^ws the 
imitatioii of agreeable objects^ to the objects imitated. 

^ Ao ingeiiion^ portrait-painter. 
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THE WILDrSG Af^B THE BROOM. 

In yonder green wood blows tiie Broom; 

Shepherds, we'll trost oiir flocks to stf^^ 
Court Nature in her sweetest bloomy 

And steal from care one summer-day. 

From him * whose gay and graceful brow 
Fair-handed Hume with roses binds, 

We*U learn to breathe the tender vow, 
Where slow the fairy Fortha winds. 

And oh ! that he * whose gentle bUMSt 
In Nature's so^Mt mMM wtt» mnde. 

Who left her vaAlkkfS work* Msppttft 
In characters that cannot, fiide ; 

That be might leave his lowly shrine. 
Though softer there the seasons &U — 

They come, the sons of verse divine, 
They come to Fancy's magic call. 

What airy sounds invite 



My steps not um'etuctant, from the depth 
Of Shene's delightful groves ? Heposing there . 
l^o more I hear the busy voice of men 
Kar-toiling o'er the globe — ssve to the caFI 
Of soul-exaltmg poetry, the ear 
Of death denies attention. Rous*d by her, 
The genius of sepulchral silence opes 

> William Hamtttoo of Banioar. * Thomson. 
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Ha 'drowsy cells, and yields us tei the day. 

For thee, whose hand, whatever paints the springy 

Or swells on summer's breast, or loads the lap 

OTautonin, gathers heed(%ii"---T}iee whose rites 

^i Nat»re*s shrine with holy care are paid 

Daily and nightly, boit^ of brightest green. 

And every finrest rose, the god of groves, 

The queen of flowers, shall sweeter save for thee. 

Vet not if beauty only claim thy lay. 

Tunefully trifling. Fair philosophy. 

And Nailire's love, and every uhoral ch^irm 

That leads in sweet captivity the mind 

To virtue — ever in thy nearest cares 

Be these, and animate thy living page 

With truth resistless, beaming from the source 

Of perfect Ught immortal — ^Vainly boasts 

That golden Broom its sunny robe of fiowers : 

Fair are the sunny flbwers; baty fadhug soon 

And fruitless, yield the forester's ragafd 

To the wel^k»aded WildiBfl^Shepherd, there 

Behold the fate of song^ and lightly deen 

Of all but moral beauty.' 

* Not in vain'— 



I hear my Hamilton reply 
(The torch of fancy in his eye) 
' 'lis not in vain,' I hear hhn say, 
< That Nature paints her works so gay ; 
For, fruitless though that fdlry Broom, 
Yet still we love her lavish bloom. 
Cheer'd with that bloom^ yon desert wM 
Its native horrors lost^ and smfl*d. 
And oft we mark her gotden ray 
Along the dark wood scatter day* 
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Of moral nses take tbe strife ; 
Leave ine the elegance of life. 
Whatever charms the ear or eye* 
All beauty and all harmony ; 
If sweet sensations these produce, 
I know they have their moral use. 
I know that Nature*s charms can mcM^e 
The springs that strike to Virtue's love.^ 



THE MISLETOE AND THE PASSION^ 

FLOWER. 

In this dim c^ive ^ druid sleeps, 
Where stops the passing gale to moan ; 

Hie rock he hollow'd o'er him weeps, 
Aod.cold drops wear the fretted stone. 

In this dim cave, of different creed, 

An hermif s holy ashes rest ; 
The sehool-hoy finds the frequent bead. 

Which many a formal matin blest. 

That truant-time fall well 1 know, 
When here I brought, in stolen hour. 

The druid's magic Misletoe, 
The holy hermit's Passi<»i-flowerji 

The oJSeringS on the mystic stone 
Pensive I laid, in thought profound. 

When from the cave a deepening groaQ 
Issued, and froze me to the ground* 

I hear it still— Dost thou not hear? 

Does not thy haunted fancy start? 
The sound still vibrates through mine 

The horror rushes on my heart. 
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\}DUke to living soands it came, 
Unmix'd, UDmelodiz'd with breath ; 

fint griDding through some scrannel frame, 
Creak'd from the bony longs of Deatli. 

/hear it still — * Depart, (it cries:) 

No tribute bear to shades noblest: 
Know, here a bloody druid lies, 

Who was not nnrs*d at Natare's breast * 

* Associate he with demons dire, 

O'er human victims held the knife. 
And pleas'd to see the babe expire, 
SmiPd grimly o*er its quivering life. 

* Behold his crim^on'Streaniing hand 

Erect ; — his dark, fix'd, murderons eye ;* 
In the dim cave I saw him stand; 
And my heart died — I felt it die. 

I see him still — Dost thou not see 
The ha^ifard eye-ball's bellow glare? 

And gkams of wild ferocity 

Dart through the sable shade of hair; 

- What meagre form behind him moves. 

With eye that mes the' invading day ; 
And wrinkled aspect wan, that proves 
The mind to pale remorse a prey P 

What wretched — Hark — the voice replies, 
< Boy, bear these idle honours hence ! 

For, here a guilty hermit lies, 
Untnie to Nature, Virtue, Sense. 

* Though Nature lent him po\<^er8 to aid 

The moral cause, the mutual weal ; 
Those powers he sunk in this dim shade. 
The desp€(rate suicide of zeal. 
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* Go, teach the drone of raititly banntB) 
Whose celPt tiie sepulchre- of tine ; 

Though lam^ a holj hyma he c^pontSy 
His life is one eontioiied crime. 

< And bear them hence, die pbmt^ the flower; 

No symbob those of systems vain ! 
They have the duties of their hoar; 

Some bird> aoow imwet to sosteiik' 
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TO 

THE REV. MR. FARRER. 

Farrer ! to thee these early lay» I owe : 

Thy friendsfaip wamw the heart from miieDee tliey 

Thee, thee I fintfr io all I find to please ; [flow. 

In this thy elegodce^ m that thy ease. 

Came then with Fancy to thy ^ivourite scene, 

Where Stadley trianiphs in her wreaths of green, 

And, pleas'd for once, while Eden smiles again, 

Foi^get tliat Life's inheritance is pahi. 



Say, shall we muse along yon arching shades, 
Whose awful gloom no brightening ray pervades ; 
Or down these vales where vernal flowers display 
Their golden bosoms to the smiles of day, 
Wlieir^ tile flMd eye in sfW6et distraction strays. 
Most plem^d^when most it knows not where to gaze r 

Here' gr;ave8 arranged in tarioufr order rise, 
And bend their qutvefing summits in the skies. 
The cegid Oiftk high o*er the cireling shade, 
£Scalt3 the hoary honours of his head. 
Tbespreodhig Ash a dlfiering green displays, 
And the smooth Asp. in soothing whispers plays. 
The Fir that blooms hi Spring's eternal prime, 
The wpny f^oplar, andf the stately Lime. 
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Here mow-clad walks, there lawns of lively green, 
United, form one nicely-Yarying scene: 
The varying scene still charms the* attentive sight, 
Or brown with shades, or opening into light. 

« 

Here the gay tenants of tlie tuuefiil grove. 
Harmonious breathe the raptures of their love : 
Each warbler sweet that hails the genial Spring, 
Tones the glad song, and plies the' expanded wmg : 
The love-suggested notes, in varied strains. 
Fly ronnd the vocal hills and listening plains : 
The vocal hills and listening pbins prolong, 
In varied strains, the love-suggested song. 
To thee, all-bounteoiis Natare ! thee they pay 
The welcome tribute of their gratefiil hiy! 
To thee, whose kindly-studious hand prepares . 
The freshening fields and softly breathing airi; 
Whose parent-bounty annual. still provides 
Of foodful insects such unbounded tides. 
Beneath some friendly leaf supremely blest, 
Each pours at large the raptures of his breast ; 
Nor changefbl seasons mourns, nor storms unkmd, 
With those contented, and to these resign'd. 

Here sprightly range the grove, or skim the |4ain, 
The sportive deer, a nicely-checker'd traio. 
Oft near their haunt, on him who curious strays^ 
All throng'd abreast in fix'd attention gase ; 
The' intruding spy suspiciously survey. 
Then bnttmg limp along, and lightly firisk away. 

Not so, when raves the pack's approaching roar^ 
Then Loves endear, then Nature smiles no more : 
In vnid amaze, all tremblingly-dismay'd, 
Burst through the groves^and bound along tbe glada* 
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"TBI BOW some destiD^d slag, prqrar'd to fly, 
fSres all the malice of the mardering cry : 
Forc'd from his helpless mates, the fated prey- 
Bern OB the wmgs of quiveriog Fear away : 
la flight (ah ! coald his matchless flight avail !) 
Scorns the fierce steed, and leaves the flying gale. 
Now trembling stops<— and listens from afar 
In long, long deepening howls, the maddening war ; 
While lond-^xnlting triumphs thunder round, 
Tremble the mountains, and the rocks rebound. . 
In vain, yet vigorous, he renews his race. 
In vain dark mazes oft perplex the chase ; 
With speed, inspired by grief, he springs again 
Throng^ vaulted woods, and devious wilds in vain. 
The' unravelling pack still, onward-pouring, trace 
The various mases of his circling race. 
Breathless at hist with long-repeated toil. 
Sickening he stands — he yields — ^he &Us the spoil. 

From all the vaHous blooms of painted bow'rs, 
Fair, hanky wilds, and vallies fring'd with flow'rs, 
Where Nature in profusion smiles delight. 
With pleasure sated turns the roving sight. 

Come then, bright vision ! child of heavenly day ! 
From this &ir summit ampler scenes survey ; 
One spacious field in circling order eye, 
And active round the fiir horizon fly ; 
Whe«« dales descend, or ridgy mountains rise, 
And lose their aspect in the falling skies. 

What pleasing scenes the landskip wide displays ! 
The* inchanting prospect bids for ever gaze. 
HaH charming fields, of happy swains tlie care I 
Hail happy swains, possest of fields so fair! 
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In peace yoar pknteous laboan Um^^oy ; 

No murdering wan slmli waste, nor foes destroy; 

While weatern^alea £arth's teeniDg wenib mbiMl, 

The seasons change, and boiinteons suns are kind. 

To social towns, see ! wealthy Commerce brings 

Reioiciog Affluence on his silver wings. 

On verdant bills, see! flocks iminmeroiis feed. 

Or thoughtful listen to the lively reed. 

See ! golden harvests sweep the bending pfauns ; 

* And Peace and Plenty own a Brunswick reigns.* 

The wandering eye from Nature's wild domain 
Attracted, turns to fairer scenes again. 
Scenes, which to thee, refining Art! belong. 
Invite the poet, aind inspire the song. 

Sweet, philosophic muse ! that lov*st to stray 
In woody-cnrtain'd walks and dim-seen day, 
Lead me, where lonely Contemplation roves. 
Through silent shades and solitary groves. 

Stop, daring foot ! the sacred maid is here ! 
These awful glooms confess the goddess near. 
Low in these woods her favourite scene is laid, 
'llie fence umbrageous, and the darkening shade, 
Whose bowery branches bar (he vagrant eye. 
Assailing storms and patching suns defy. 
A gentle current calmly steals serene. 
In silvery mazes, o'er the weeping green> 
'Till opening bright, its bursting waters spread, 
And fall fast-6ashing down a wide cascade. 
A spacious lake below expanded lies. 
And lends a mirror to the qoivering skies* 
Here pendent domes, there dancing forests seem 
To float and tremble in the waving gleam. 
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While gaiiy-mittiog e*er it's verdant lide, 
Pleas'd I befaeld the glassy riviUet f^Ude ; 
Brigbt in the verdiire of the bkMmiiig yettr^ 
Wliere ^rctinggroves their f«lU>loii»B honoim wnr ; 
Ambrosial daughter of the apicy spnng) 
WUle finagnuit woodbine scents each tepbyr'« ^mo% ; 
While nectar-footed Morn, approacbiiig, dies» 
In radiant bhisb, the roey-oheoker'd skies; 
The first ikir Eden, o'«r the' inchantod plaui 
Revising, snutes, «r seems to smileagain. 

Hail, blissful scene ! divine Elysimn, hail ! 
Ye flowery blooms etenial sweets exhale : 
The blest asylom's here, tlie sacred shore, 
Where toils tumultaoas tear the breast no more. 

From vrild Ambition free, fipom 'dire Despair, 
Appallii^ Terror, and perplexing Care, 
I^ppy the Man who in these shades can find 
That angel-bliss, Serenity <»f Mind; 
Walk the fair green, or in Ihe grotto lie. 
With hope-stnmg breaiit, and Heav'ti-erected eye 1 
Wbile cheated wodds, by Pleasmie's lore betray'd, 
Tbroagh rocks and sands pursue the siren-maid ; 
And, long-bewilder^d, urge the wedry chase. 
Though still the phantom slipa theur vain embrace : 
'Tis his with pitying eye to see — ^to know 
Wbenee purest Joy's perennial fottntains flaw. 
With this exalting charm divinely Mest, 
The 4lear reflection of a blameless breaat : 
Where sweet-ey'd Love sttU smiles sercmely gay. 
And heavenly Virtue beams a brighter ray. 
So% smoothly-padng rfide his peaceful ^ays. 
His own bis censure, and liis own his praise : 



V 
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Alike to him, both subjects of the grave, 
The scepter'd monarch, and the menial slave. 
Thrice happy he who Life's poor pains has laid 
In the lone tomb of some sequestered shade t 
More amply blest, if gloriously retir'd. 
With Learning cfaarm'd, and with the Mnses iir'd ; 
Who nobly dares with philosophic eye, 
Throngh full Creation's bounded orlw to fly ; 
Pieas'd, in their weli-form'd systems, still to find 
The matchless wisdom of the' immortal mind. 
Still charm'd, in Nature's various plan, to trace 
His boundless love and all-supporting grace. 

Ye pompons great ! whose dream of glory spring* 
From sounding titles, or the smiles of kings: 
Ye, laureird in the bleedmg wreaths of war ! 
And ye, whose hearts are center'd in a star! 
Say, all ye sons of power and splendour, say, 
E'er cbuld ye boast one unimbittered day ? 
Cease the vain hope in dazzUng pomp to find 
Divine Content, to humbler lots assign'd ; 
The modest fair frequents the lowly cell. 
Where smiling Peace and conscious Virtue dwell. 

While through the maze of winding bowers I stray^ 
The shade's dim gloom, or vista's opening day $ 
Soft-sighing groves, where silky breeaes fill, 
Kiss the smooth plain, and gkissy-dimpling ritl; 
In silent vales, by sadly-mourning streams. 
Where swiftrcy'd Fancy wings her waving dreams ; 
What sacred awe the lonely scenes inspire ! 
What joys transport me, and what raptures fire 1 
Visions divine, inchanted I behold, 
And all the Muses all theur charms nnfoM; 
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Ye, woods of Pfaidns, and iEtoliaD plains. 

No more shall listen to immortal strains: 

Flow onconcem'dy no Muse celestial sings. 

Ye Thracian fountains, and Aonian springs! 

No more your shades shall leave their native shore. 

Nor songs arrest yoor n^itnr'd corrents more. 

And thoQ, Parnassus, wrapt in deep alcoves, 
Mourn, in sad silence, thy forsaken groves : 
No more thy warblers rival notes admire. 
Nor choral zephyrs fill the breathing lyre. 
Each drooping laurel bends its languid head ; 
The strains are vanished, and the Muses fled. 

To nobler hilb, where fairer forests grow, 
To vales, where streams in sweeter accents flow : 
To blooming Studley's more delightful shades 
Welcome, ye. sacred, ye celestial maids ! 
^Wak'e the soft Inte, here strike the sounding string, 
Make the groves echo, and the vallies ring; 
Harmonious lead, through rosy-smiling bow'rs. 
The soft-ey'd Graces and the dancing hours. 

In awful scenes retir'd, where gloomy night 
.Still broods, nnbanish'd by returning light; 
Where Silence, fix'd in Meditation deep. 
Folds in her arms her favourite oi&pring Sleep ; 
Musing along the lonely shades I roam 
'TiU beauteous rises a devoted dome ; 
Thy fane, seraphic Piety! low placed 
In sable glooms, by deepening woods embrac'd* 
Nor radiant here the Prince of Day displays 
His morning blushes, nor meridian blaze : 
Rolls o'er the world the splendid orb unseen, 
TiU his last glories gild the streaming green ; 
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Then sportive 0e8cnM HirodghparCiiig cokumis play, 
Here waves a shadow, wad there smileB a ray. 
Just embiein of the uian who, free Irom stnfe. 
The' nneaay pains that vex the soon of life ; 
Not dazsled ^vith the diamoackbeaming sone^ 
Fhuh of a iaee, or hrHUance of a stone. 
Courts the last smiles of Life's declining ray, 
Where Hope exulting reaps eternal day. 

The sacred solitnde, the lone recess, 
An awful pleasure on ray soul impress. 
Raptures divme ttirougli all my bosom glow. 
The bliss alone immortal beings know. 
Ah, knew that sovereign bliss no base alloy, 
Wert thou, my Farrer ! witness to my joy ; 
What nobler pleasure could we boast below? 
What joy .sublimer Heav'n itself bestow? 
Haste, my gay friend ! my dear assockte, hastei 
life of my soul, and partner of my breast! 
Quick to these shades, these magic shades retire : 
Here light thy graces, and thy virtue fire: 
Here sheds sweet Piety her beams divine. 
And all the Goddess fiHs her heavenly shrine. 
Celestial maids before her altar move : 
White-handed Innocence, and weeping Jjove. 

Her towering domes let Richmond boast aloae j 
The sculptured statue and the breathing slone : 
Alone distinguished on tiie plains of Stowe, 
From Jones's band the featnfd marble glow : 
Though there uauimibet*'d columns front the skies. 
To fancied Gods forbidden temples rise; 
Unenvied, Studhiy, be this pomp of art, 
'Tis thine the pow'r to pleaste a virtuous heart. 



trom 4Ihs lov*d scene ivith aaxiou tteps I tnee 
Each devioiis wmding of the banky muse ; 
To the tall summit of the steep repair, 
Aad view tiie gay sarroaoding proflpect tiiere. 
fFhat joys ^suptxAw/g breast! what rap^tvre waras! 
While «& tfae landsktp opens all its chams : 
While pleas'd I see, t^ parting shades between. 
The lake &ir-gieaming and the smootlier green ; 
Through lowlygrots where wanderitigsbadowsstn^y 
Groves gently wave, and glistening waters play. 

On thee, fair Hackfall ! Fancy bends her eye. 
Longs o'er the cliffs and deepening lawns to fly. 
Inchauted sees each silvery-floating wave 
Beat thy green banks, thy lonely vallies lave : 
And now delighted, now she joys to hear 
Thy deep, slow falls, long-la boaring through her ear. 

AH-beauteovs Nature I olifect of my song, 
To thee my first, my latest strains belong: 
To thee my lays I tnne, while ewnons art 
In rival charms here courts the raptur'd heart. 
Like thee to please, she decks tiie painted bowY, 
Spreads the smoodi lawn, and rears the velvet flow*r : 
With winding arbours crowns the silvan dale^ 
And bends the forest o'er the lowly vale : 
Bids the loud cataract deep^haadering roar, 
Or winds the rivulet round a anay 8fa<Me. 
AmbitioBs stitt, like thee, when she beguiles, 
Wins with thy grace, and.in tby beanty smiles. 

In this gay dome * where sportive Fancy plays, 
And imag'd life the pictured roof arrays ; 

1 Upon an eminence, east of the gardens, stands a houstf 
of Cbtnese structure. 
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Prond in thy cbanns the mimic shines cofifest, 
Beams the soft eye, and heaves tlie panting breast. 

^om thee, prime sonrcet kind-handed Goddess! 
The porest blessings that we boast below : [flow 
To thee its beauty owes this charming scene, 
These groves their fragrance, and those plains their 
For thee the Mnses wreaths eternal twine, [green: 
Immbrtal Maid I for every Muse is thine. 

♦ 

Oh, woold'st thon lead me' through the boundless 
Regions nntravell'd by a mortal eye ; [sky I 

Or kindly aid, while studious t explore 
Those arduous paths thy Newton trod before ! 
There wondering should my ravish'd eye survey 
New worlds of being, and new scenes of day. 
But, if for my weak wing and trembling sight, 
Too vast the journey, and too fiiU the light ; 
Inglorious here I'll tune the lowly reed. 
How rolls the fountain, and how springs the mead. 

Or, bear me to the banks, ye sacred Nine! 
Of beauteous Isis, or the silver Tine. 
To Tbe's delightfiil banks, where, ever gay» 
The generous F— lives tlie peacefiil day : 

F still free from passion^s fretful train, 

Ne*er felt the thorn of anguish nor of pain : ' 
His heart-felt joys still Nature's charms improve. 
Her voice is music, and her visage love : 
Pieas'd with the change each various season brings, 
Imbrowning autumns, and iropurpled springs : 
For him kind Nature all her treasures yields, 
^he decks the forest, and she paints the fields^ 
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O say ! where Moom those time«nrvivuig groyes 
Where ancient bards first sang their sacred loTes : 
Those sadly-solemn bowers, ye Moses ! say, 
Wbere once the melancholy Cowley lay? 
When long perplexed with Life's ddadhig snares. 
Her flattering pleasures, and her fruitless cares; 
Obscare he fled to siWan shades alone, 
And left mankind, to be for ever iLnown. 

Soch were the scenes wh6re Spenser once retir'd. 
When great Eliza's fame the Muse inspir'd ; 
When Gloriana led her poet's dreams, 
O'er flowery meadows, and by marmnring streams. 

Immortal bards ! whose death-contemning lays 
Shall shine, distingoish'd with eternal praise. 
ELnew my poor Muse, like these to soar sublime, 
And spurn the ruins of insulting Time ; 
Where'er I stray : where blooming Flora leads. 
O'er snnny mountains, and through purple meadft; 
Or careless in the silvan covert laid. 
Where fiillmg rills amuse the mournful shade! 
Ye, rnnil fields, should still resound my lay. 
And thou, fiur Studley ! smUe for ever gay» 
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AMTNTOR, CHORUS OP SHEPHERD9. 

Where Tweed's fair plains in Ktleral bemty lie. 
And Flora laughs beneaHi a ludd^irity ; 
Long windkig vries where crystal wnfers hive. 
Where blithe birds warble j and where green woods 

A bright^ir'd Stiepherd^ in yonng beaoty's htooniy 
Tun'd his Bweet i^ipe^ behind the yeHow broom. 

Free to the gale his waving ringlets lay, 
And his blue eyes diffiis'd an azure day. 
light o*er his limbs a careless robe he flung ; 
Health raised his heart, and strength his firm nenres 

[strung. 
His native plains poetic charms inspired, 
Wild scenes, where ancient Fancy oft retir'd ! 
Oft led her iairies to the Shepherd's lay,* 
By Yarrow's banks, or groves of ELndermay. 
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jVoV only his those images that rise 
Fair to the glance of Faney's plastic eyes ; 
His coQDtry's love his patriot sonl possessed. 
Bis country's honour fir^d his filial breast. 
Her loily genius, piercing, bright, and bold, 
Her valour witnessed by the world of old, 
Witness'd once more by recent heaps of shrhi 
On Canada's wild hills, and Minden's plain^ 
To sounds sublimer wak'd bis pastoral reed — 
Peace, MouotaioHBchoes ! while the strains proceed. 

AMYNTOR. 

No more of Tiviot, nor the flowery braes. 

Where tlie blithe Shepherd tunes his lightsome lays ; 

No more of Leader's ^ry-hannted shore. 

Of Athol's lawns, and Gledswood-banks no more. 

Unheeded smile my country's native charms, 

Lost in the gloiy of her arts and arms. 

These, Shepherds, these demand subfimer strains 

Than Clyde's clear fountains, or than Athol's plains. 

CHORUS OF SHEPHERDS. 

Sfaepheid, to thee sublimer lays belong. 
The force diVfaie of soul-commanding song. 
These humble reeds have little leam'd to play. 
Save the light airs that cheer the pastoral diay. 
Of the clear fountain, and the fruitful plain 
We sing, as Fancy guides the simple strain. 
If Cbeii tiiy country's sacred fame demand 
The higfa-ton'd music of a happier hand — 
Shepherd, to thee sublimer lays belong. 
The force divine of sonl<commanding song. 
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AMYNTOR. 

In ftpite of Action's blind, unmaoner'd rage. 
Of various fortune and destructive age, 
Fair Scotland's honours yet unchanged are seen, 
Her palms still blooming, and her laurels green. 

Freed f\rom the confines of her Gothic grave, 
When her first light reviving science gave, 
Alike o*er Britain shone the liberal ray. 
From Enswith'8 ' mountains to the banks of Ttty. 

For James ^ the Muses tun*d their sportive lays. 
And bound the monarch's brow with Chaucer's Im^s : 
Arch Humour smird to hear his mimic strain, 
And plausive Laughter thriird through every vein 

When Taste and Genhis form the royal mind, 

The fiivour'd arts a happier aera find. 

By James belov*d the Muses tun*d their lyres 

To nobler strains, and breath'd diviuer fires. 

But the dark mantle of involving Time 

Has veiled their beauties, and obscured their rhyme. 

Yet still some pleasing monuments remain, 
Some marks of genius in each later reign. 
In nervous strains Dunbar's bold music flows, 
And Time yet spares the Thistle and the Rose '. 



> A chaio of mouBtalns near Folkstonc In Kent. 

* James the Ftret, King of Scotland, author of the fiunoM 
•Id poem, entitled * Christ's Kirk on the Green.' 

^ A poem so called, written in bononr of Marfaret, dangh> 
ter of Henry VII. on her marriage to Jamet IV. Klag ^C 
Scots : by William Dunbar. 
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O ! while hb course the hoary >«arrior steers 
ThroQgh the long hinge of iife>4issolTUig yeftrs. 
Through all the svilftof.eaeli changeful age^ 
Hate, £nvgri Faction? J(eiiJoN0mjand Rage, 
Ne'er may bis scythe these sacred plants divide, 
Tliese plants by li^yen io i|i^ii[^uiiuuon tied! 
Still may the flower its social sweets disclose, 
The hardy ThUtle still.d^fend the Rose ! 

Hail happy days! appeaa'd by Margaret's charms, 
When rival Valour sheath'd his ihtal arms ; 
When kindreMl<reabns'nnnatanil«.«rair sopprest, 
Nor aim'd'^tbeirairowraiait aiistet's breast. 

I 

Kind to the'l^iise W Ou'ief 's eenial d^y ; 
Her olive \6m ike fcAi^ ofthe bay. 

With bold Dunbar arose a. numerous choir 
Of rival bards, that strung the Dorian lyre* 
In gentle Henry80jQ> ^ vmlabonr'd strain 
Sweet Aretbusa*8 ahepherd bretith'd again* 
Nor shall your taneful yi^ons be forgot, 
Sage Beilendeu', an^ faupj-pautiog Scot^ 
But, O my country! bow ^hall Memory trace 
Thy bleeding anguish^ a^d thy dire disgrace? 
Weep o*er the rams of thy blasted hays. 
Thy glories' lost in either Charies*s days? 
\Vlien through thy Jelds destructive Rapine spread, 
Nor sparing iofauVs tears, nor hoaiy head. 

♦ Robert H«»rf«)h, aA*fhig%iilonirpksWiir*| poer? 

^ "Dr. Joira -BeHeiid£HMrQMr.«n«n9l^Uuri)Ky, aalhor of#( 
beautKnl allegorical poem, entitled, Virtue and Vice. 
^ v'ilhrehltflfld'Scot '(» tangK^rAe slifiposed) translated Ihe., 
Villon fk^iil tflMia pMfiKiMhl^ 4iu'e-l>eea written in the 
year )3t)0: fnid «as«»tl^orof.tl|ft£f^l|taBd tJie RedlfrcMt.' 
The aboVe pderos Save since been ^scribed t<» ^lan Ram>. 
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To those dread days the improtected swain 
Moura'd on the mountains o'er his wasted plain ; 
Nor longer vocal with the 8liepherd*s lay 
Were Yarrow's banks, or groves of Endermay. 

CHORVS OF SHEPHERDS. 

Amyntor, cease ! the painful scene forbear, 
Nor the fond' breast of filial duty tear. 
Yet in our eyes our fethers* sorrows flow, 
Yet in our bosoms lives tlieir lasting woe. 
At eve returning from their scanty fold. 
When the long sufferings of theur sires they told, 
Oft we have sigh'd the piteous tale to bear, 
And infant wonder dropt the mimic t^r. 

AMYNTOR. 

Shepherds, no longer need your sorrows flow, 
Nor pious duty cherish endless woe. 
Yet should Remembrance, led by 6lial love, 
Through tbe dark vale of old afi^ctions rove, 
The mournftil shades of soitows past explore, 
And think of miseries that are no more ; 
Let those sad scenes that ask the duteous tear, 
Tlie kind return of happier days endeai*. 

Hail, Anna, hail I O may eadi muse divine 
With wreaths eternal grace thy holy shrine! 
Grav'd on thy tomb this sacred verse remain, 
This verse more, sweet than Conquest's sounding 
< She bade the rage of hostile nations cease, [strain : 
The glorious arbitress of Europe's peace.' 
She, through whose bosom roJl'd the vital tide 
Of Britain's Monarchs in one stream allied, 
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Olos'd the long jealousies of different sway. 
And saw united Sister-Realms obey. 

AiupicioDS days ! when Tyranny no more 
Kais'd his red arm, norilrencb'd his darts in gore. 
When, long an exile (torn bis native phiin. 
Safe to hb ibid retnm'd the weary swain ; 
Retum'd, and, many a painful summer past. 
Beheld the green bench by his door at last 

Auspicioos daysl when Scots, no more opprest, 
On their free mountains bar*d the fearless breast ; 
With pleasure saw their flocks unbounded feed, 
And tnn*d to strains of ancient joy the reed. 

Then, Shepherds, d^ your wondering sues behold 
A form divine, whose vesture flam*d with gold ; 
His radiant eyes a starry lustre shed. 
And sohur glories beamed around his head : 
Like that strange power by fiibling poets feign'd. 
From east to west his mighty arms he strahu'd ; 
A rooted olive iu one band he bore. 
In one a globe, inscribed with sea and shore : 
From Thames's banks to Tweed, to Tay he came. 
Wealth in his rear, and Commerce was his name. 

Glad Industry the glorious stranger hails. 
Rears the tail masts, and spreads the swelling saib ; 
Regions remote with active hope explores. 
Wild Zembla's hills, and Afric's burning shore*. 

But chief, Columbus, of thy various coast. 
Child of the Union, Commerce bears his boast. 
To seek thy new-found worlds, the venturous swain, 
Qis lass fersakmg, left the lowland plain : 
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Aside his eraQk^his idle j^p« lie threw, 
And bade to MiiBi<v«iMi'to Lave^adiea 1 



> 



Hence, Glasgow fiiirvtby^wealti^iffiisiiig hand, 
Thy groves-of veBSds, and thy .Qi*owded strand. 
Hence, roand his folds the noorlandahephard spies 
New social towns,iand happy hamlets rise. 

Bat me not s)>lendoar, nor the .bopf4 of gain 
Should ever tempt to quit the peaceful plain. 
Shall i,' poss c sfr of all tfaaMiib ffequires. 
With totbr'd hopes,' and- i««te(l4esires) : 
Chaiige l Uos fe swd tfiekbrtheseaatiiFosofliMs of ease. 
For cliioes imotrtaiii,'and'j«DceEtam seas? 
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Though QmXit ah'dDealb aad IXmtmymlk Uiy train. 

Cheer'd by the4nflaence.of thy gladdening ray, 

7he libend«rtfe>sablim6riworl» essay. 

Gebiosrlimthee relames Ins.saewd fires. 

And. Scienoe nearer to her heaYen. aspires. 

The sanguine leye of. tyranny long; closed, . 
By Commerce foster^dy^and in Ifeacft rftpos'd. 
No more her miseries when my couQtiy rooom'd, 
^th brighter flames her glowing genius bnm'd. 
Soon wanderidg ieaiiess many a* SMise was seen 
P*er the4un'notmlaia« and.-the^wdld w«0d green. 
Soon, to i^ietimirbliags olcba pMtoiid:reed, 
Started sweet •fiobo>tiK«v the ahMQi of Tweed; 

O favoured stream i where thy &ic qnrTQnt flows. 
The child of mature, gentle ThomsQo, rose! 
Young as he wander'djon thy ilQwexyside, 
WiUi simple joy to ;Se(i.|hy* bright i{i9y^ gUde, 
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Thither, ia all thy tetiipeeluitait amy'd, 
From clliiies Ireniote the sister Seasons stray'd. 

Long each ki beanly boasted to excel, 
(For jealousies in ^tcr-bosoins dwell/ 
Bnt noipr, delighted with the iiberal boy» 
Like HeaTea^s fiiir rivals ia the groves of Troy, 
Yield to an humble swaia their high debate. 
And frofld his voice the fialm of beaoty wait. 

Her naked charms, like Venus, to disclose. 
Spring from her bosom threw the sliadowing rose ; 
Bar'd the pore snow tliat feeds the lover's fire, 
The breast tliat thrills with exquisite desire ; 
Assom'd the tender smile, the melting eye, 
The breath favonian, and th^ yielding sigh. 
One beauteous hand a wilding's blossom grac'd, 
And one fell careless o'er ber zoneless waist. 

Majestic Summer, in gay pride adom'd. 

Her rival sister's simple beauty scom*d. 

With purple wreaths her lofty brows were bound. 

With glowing jflowers her rising bosom crown'd : 

In her gay zone, by artful Fancy fram'd, 

The bright rose blush'd, the full carnation flam'd ; 

Her cheeks the glow of splendid clouds display, 

And her eyes flash insufferable day. 

With milder air the gentle Antonm came, 
Bnt seem'd to languish at her sister's flame. 
Yet, conscious of her boundless wealth, she bora 
On hlglft'fhe emMems of her golden store. 
Yet coald'shtf boast; the plenty-pouring hand. 
The liberal tmile^ benevolent and UaiML 
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Nor migbt she fear in beauty to excel, 
FVom whose fair head soch golden tresses fell ; 
Nor might she envy Summer's floweiy lone. 
In whose sweet eye the star of evening shone. 

Next, the pale power, that blots the golden sky, 
Wreath'd her grim brows, and roU'd her stormy eye ; 

* Behold,' she cried,with voice that shook the groimd, 
(Tlie Bard, the Sisters trembled at the sound) 

* Ye weak admirers of a grape, or rose. 
Behold my wild magnificence of snows t 
See my keen frost her glassy bosom bare ! 
Mock the faint snn, and bind the fluid air! 
Nature to you may lend a painted hour. 

With you may sport, when I suspend my power: 
But yon and Nature, who that power obey. 
Shall own my beauty, or shall dread my sway.' 
She spoke : the Bard, whose gentle heart ne'er gave 
One pain or trouble that he knew to save. 
No fiivour'd nymph extols with partial kiys. 
But gives to each her picture for her praise. 

Mute lies his lyre in Death's uncheerful gloom. 
And Truth and Genius vreep at Thomson's tomb. 
Yet still the Muse's living sounds pervade 
Her aiicient scenes of Caledonian shade. 
Still Nature listens to the tuneful lay. 
On Kilda's mountains and ui Endermay. 

The' etliereal brilliance of poetic fire. 
The mighty hand that smites the sounding lyre^ 
Strains that on Fancy's strongest pinion rise. 
Conceptions vast, and thoughts that grasp the 



J To tiieraptyonththat mns'd on Slmkspeare'ft? gta^e^ 
To OgilTie the miae of Pindar gave. 
Thne ', as he snngy a moment ceas'd to i!y» 
And laay Sleep' unfolded half his eye. 

wake, sweet hard, the Theban lyre again ; 
With ancient valonr swell the sounding strain \ 
Hail the high trophies by thy comitry won, 
The wreaths that flourish for each valiant son* 

While Hardyknnte frowns red with Norway's gord, 
Paint her pale matrons weeping on the shore. 
Hark ! the green clarion ponring floods of breath 
Yolnminonsly loud ; high scorn of death 
Each gallant spirit elates; see Rothsay's thane 
With arm of mountain-oak bis firm bow strain! 
Hark ! the string twangs — the whizzing arrow flies t 
The fierce Norse fells — indignant falls — and dies. 
0*er the dear urn, where glorious Wallace '^ sleeps^ 
True Valour bleeds, and patriot Virtue weep?. 
Son of the lyre ! what high ennobling strain, 
What meed from thee shall generous Wallace gain ? 
Who greatly scorning an Usurper's pride, 
Bar'd his brave breast for liberty, and died* 

Boast, Scotland, boast thy sons of mighty name, 
Thine ancient cbieft of high heroic fame, 
Soals that to death their country's foes oppos*dy 
And life in freedom, glorious fireedom clos'd. 



7 See Mr. Ogilvie's Ode to the Genlns of Shakspeare. 

c Ode to Time. Ibid, » Ode to Sleep. Ibid. 

10 William Wallace, wbo. after bravely defending hii 
coantry against the arms of Edward 1. was executed as a 
nbel, thongh be bad tikea no oath of allegiance. 
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Wliere, yet l»ewwKcl»^ ATg3iile'*<«nlii»«ibc8 Me, < 4 
Let oinsic breatbe l^ptOc^iBlpeBMiaflif&iiglH. >■ . 
To him, wbat Heaven- to man conld.f;ive, it gaTe, 
Wise, generous, lioittst, eli>i]iieBt)«iitf biMM.! . 
Genius and Valour for Argyle shall- mourn, 
And his ow» laiireMtfiHiirti temn&MmmxB. » ./ s 
O, may they bloom beneath a favouring sky. 
And in their shade Reproach and £nvy die ! 
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TOGJSNERAL CRAUFURD. 

WRITTEir AT BELYIDBRE, IN KENT. 1763. 

Where is the man, who, prodigal of miDd, 
la one wide wish embraees homan kind? 
All pride ^ sects, all party seal above, 
Whose Priest is Reason, and whose God is Love ; 
Fair Nature's friend, a foe to fraud and art — 
Where is the man, so welcome to my heart? 

The sightless herd sequacious, who pursue 
Dull Folly's path, and do as others do, 
Who look f(^th purblind prejudice atid scorn. 
On different sects^'in diff«^rent natfofns bom. 
Let ns,.iny Ci^ufurd; i^tli' compassion view. 
Pity their pride, but shun their error too. 

From Belvidere*s fair groves; and mountains greeB, 
Which Nature rals'd, rejoicing to be seen, 
Let.iu', wfaB^'raptur'd on trer wotl^s wis gase. 
And die heart riots bn luxurious (^fu^,^ •' "■ 
The' expanded though^ tilts BoandleAft wish retaia» 
And let not Nature moraliie in vain. 



J 
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O sacred guide ! preceptress more sobiime 
Than sages boasting o'er the wrecks of time ! 
See on each page her beauteous volume bear 
The golden characters of good and fair. 
All human knowledge (blush collegiate pride !) 
Flows from her works, to none that reads denied. 

Shall the dull inmate of pedantic walls, 
On whose old walk the sunbeam seldom &Ils, 
Who knows of nature, and of man no more 
Tlian fills some page of antiquated lore — 
Shall he, in words and terms profoundly wise. 
The better knowledge of the world despise, 
Think Wisdom centered in a false degree, 
And scorn the scholar of Humanity ? 

Something of men these sapient drones may know. 
Of men that iiv*d two thousand years ago. 
Such human 'monsters if the worid e'er knew. 
As ancient verse, and ancient story drew ! 

If to one object, system, scene confin'd, 
The sure effect is narrowness of mind. 

Twas thus Saint Robert, in his lonely wood, 
Forsook each social dut y to be good. 
Thus Hobbes on one dear system fix'd his eyes. 

And prov'd his nature wretched to be wise. 

Each zealot thus, elate with ghostly pride, 
Adores his Grod, and bates the world beside. 

Though formed with powers to grasp this varions ball^ 
Gods ! to what meanness may the spirit fidl ? 
Powers that should spread in Reason's orient ray. 
How are they darkeo'di and debarr'd the day I 



When htBy where Tiyo rolls his ancient tkley 
Reflecting clear the mountain's parple side, 
Thy genios, Cranftird, Britain's legions led, 
Asd Fear's chill cloud forsook each brightening head. 
By Datnre brave, and geuerous as thou art, 
Say did not human follies vex thy heart? 
Glow'd not thy breast indignant, when you saw 
The dome of murder consecrate by law? 
Where fiends, commiasion'd vnth the legal rod. 
In pure devotion, bum the works of God. 

O change me, powers of Nature! if ye can, 
Transform me, make me any thing but man. 
Yet why ? This heart all human khid forgives, 
While Gillman loves me, and w^ile Craufurd lives. 
Is Nature, all benevolent, to blame 
That half her offspring are tlieir mother's shame? 
Did she ordain o*er this fair scene of things 
The cruelty of priests, or pride of kings? 
Though worlds lie mnrder'd for their wealth or fiune» 
Is Nature, all-benevolent, to blame? 

O that the world were emptied ofits slaves! 
That all the fools were gone, and all the knaves ! 
Then might we, Craufurd, with delight embrace, 
In boundless love, the rest of human race. 
Bat let not knaves misanthropy create, 
Nor feed the gall of universal hate : 
Wherever Grenius, Truth, and Virtue dwell, 
Polisb'd in courts, or simple in a cell. 
All views of country, sects, and creeds apart, 
These, these I love, and hold them to my heart. 

Vain of our beauteous isle, and justly vain. 
For freedom here, and health, and plenty reign; 
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We dtflferc^ lots* contemptaously compare, 
And bosist, like children, of a favobrite's share. 

Yet' ttifongh each nden deeper ycrdnre yields 
Than Anto's banks, or Andajnsia^s fieYds, ' . [ore. 
Though many a tree^rown'd mountain teems with 
Though ifocks innnmeroas whiten efery shore, 
Why should wte; thus with Nature's i^ealth elate, 
Behold her different families with hate? 
Look on her works — on every page you^ll find 
Inscribed, the doctrine of the social mind. 

See countless worlds of ii;isect bein^ share 
The' unenvied regions of the liberal iair ! 
In the same grov^ what music void of strife ! 
Heirs of one stream, what tribes of scaly life ! 
See Earth, and Air^ and Fire,. and Flood combine 
Of general good to aid the great design! 

Where Ancon drags o'er Lincoln's lurid plain. 
Like a slow snake, his dirty-winding train, 
Wlieri^ fjptffi eternal blpt l^e face of day, ' 
And;the Jl^,bitteni niQains his gloon^ way ; 
As well we m^t« f^c unpropitious ^kies, 
The blameless patJKve with his clim<e despiae^ 
As him who still thf^ pporer Jot partakes . 
Of Biscay's momtainVy or Batavia'^ lakes# 

Yet look once more oRiNntiure'aviarioQi pkinl 
Behold, iMBd<lav9 hor, i^bles^,creatur<(, man! 
She, never partial, oi^ eQch various Eone 
Bestow'd some portion, tp the rest unknown, 
By mirtaal interest meaning ttr^nce to blnci' ' 
III oAe vast cbab the commerce of mankind. 
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Behold) ye vain distarben of an hour ! 
Ve dopes of Faction I and ye tools of Power 1 
Poor rioters on Life's contracted stage ! 
Behold, and lose your littleness of rage I 
^Rirow Envy, Folly, Prejudice behiod ! 
^ yield to Truth the empire of the mind. 

InuDortal Troth ! O ffoni'tby radiant shrine. 
Where li^t creitcfd first essayed to shine ; 
Where rinstering stars elemal beams display, 
And gems etbereal drink' the golden day ; 
To chase this mohiV, clear this sensoal night, 
Osbed one raV oftby 'celestial light! 
Teach os^* whife w^ndlfHng tfaroagh this vale below 
We know btrt BHle, tKat we little kkidw. ' 
One beam to mole-ey*d Prejudice conyey> 
Let pride perceive one mortifying ray. 
Thy glass to fools, to' infidels apply. 
And all the dimness of the mental eye. 

Plac'd on this shore of Time's fiir-stretcbing bourn, 
With leave to look at Nature and return ; 
While wave on wave impels tiiehiunan tide, 
And ages sink, Ybrgotten as they glide ; 
Can life's short duties better be discharg'd, 
Than when we leave it with a mind enlarg'd ? 

Jndg'd not the old pliilosopher aright. 
When thus he preach'd, his pupils in his sight? 
*• It matters not, my friends, how low or high 
Your little.walk ^ transient life* may lie ; 
8o,(^ Yiill the reign of Hope and Fear be o'er, . 
AndTwarring prions militate no ipoire I 
Aqd trnst me, ^e who, -having. onoe survey'd 
li'he goo<)t wid^ir wlu«h Nat|urc:».i{ii4om mfu|«. 
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The soonest to his former state retires. 
And feels the peace of satistfr . esires, 
(Let others deem more i^iisely «* they can), 
I look on him to be the happiest man/ 

So thought the sacred sage, in whom I trust. 
Because I feel his sentiments are just 
Twas not in lustrums of long counted years 
That sweil'd ttie* alternate reign of hope^ and fears ; 
]^f ot in the splendid scenes of pain and strife, 
That Wisdom plac'd the dignity of life : 
To study Nature was the task designed, 
And learn from her the' enlai^ement of the mind. 
Learn from her works whatever Truth admires. 
And sleep in death with satisfied desires. 



EPISTLE IL 

TO WILLIAM LANGHORNE, M. A. 

1765. 

Light heard his voice, and, eager to obey. 
From all her orient fountains burst away. 

At Nature's birth, O ! had the Power Divine 
Commanded thus the moral sun to shine, 
Beam'd on the mind all Reason's influence bright, 
And the full day of Intellectual light. 
Then the firee soul, on Truth's strong pinion borne. 
Had never fauiguish'd in this shade forlorn* 
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Vet tbas imperfect formed, thus blind and vain, 
Doom'd by long toil a glimpse of tratJi to gain ; 
Beyond its sphere shall bnman wisdom go, 
And boldlv censure what it cannot know? 
For what Heav*n gave let us the donor bless, 
Nor than their merits rank our merdes less, 
lis ours to cherish what Heav'n deign'd to give, 
And, thankful for the gift of being, live. 

Progressive powers, and faculties that rise 
From earth's low vale, to grasp the golden skies, 
Though distant far from perfect, good, or iiiir. 
Claim the due thought, and ask the grateful care. 

Come, then, thon partner of my life and name, 
From one dear source, whom Nature form'd the 

same, 
Allied more nearly in each nobler part, 
And more the friend than brother of ray heart! 
Let us, unlike the hicid twins that rise 
At different times, and shine in distant skies, 
With mutual eye this mental world survey, 
Mark the slow rise of intellectual day. 
View Reason's source, if man the source may find, 
And trace each science that exalts the mind. 

*■ Thon self-appointed Lord of all below ! 
Ambitious man, how little dost thou know? 
For once let Fancy's towering thoughts subside; 
Look on thy birtli, and mortify thy pride ! 
A plaintive wretch, so blind, so helpless bom, 
The brute sagacious might behold with scorn. 
How soon, when Nature gives him to the day. 
In strength exulting, does he bound avi[ay I 
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By iitttioct'Iedr the fostering t^^ he finds, 
Sp<^i:ts in the ray, and shuns the seajcching winds. 
No grief be knows^ he ifeels no groundless fear. 
Feeds witliont cries, and sleeps witl^t ^tear. . 
Did h^. bat know lo reason and ^ompare^ 
See her<& the vassal, and the ma3ter. there, 
WbatHtf^mge reflections must the. scene afford. 
That sbow'd the weaknie^ of his puUng lord!' 

Thus Sophistry unfolds her specious plan, 
Formed not.to j^mmble, but depreciate man. 
Unjust the censure, if uiyust to rate 
Hji9 pQw'i^s «nd merits from his infant-state. 
For grant the children of the flowery vale 
By instinct wiser, and of limbs more hale, 
With( eQM^l. eye theiU* .perfect state, explore. 
And all the vain comparison's no more. 

* But why should life, so short by Heav'n ordain'd. 
Be long to thongUttessin&iicyTestrain'd — 
To thoughtless. in^cy» or, vainlyaage, 
Mourn tjljur^wgh the huiguors of declining age ^ 

O blind to truth! to Nature's wisdom blind.! 
And all, (h^ ^he ^irects»,or lieav'n designed ! . 
Behold her works in cities, phiins, and groves. 
All life that vegetates, andllfe that moves ; . 
In due p)p|Q|>Qrtion,.as eaeh being.stays 
In ^^9si^ life, it rises^ and decays. 

Is Man long helpless ? — Through each tender bonr. 
See ^v^^parental watch, the blooming fiow'r! 
By Qpeningvcharms, by beauties fvesh dispiay'd^ 
And sweety .nnfolding^j^ee ihat ,love. repaid ! 
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Has age its pains? Pbt'ltixni^ it may^ * 
Ttie temperate wear insensibly away. 
While sage experience/ ami r^efieedonclear' 
Beam a gay sonsfaine oti life's fkding'year. 

Bot see from age, from infant weakness see, 
That Man was destined for society ; 
There from those ills a safe retreat betiold, 
Which yoimg might vanquish, or affliQt him old. 

* That, in proportion as each being stays 

In perfect life, it rises and decays — 

Is Nature's law — to forms alone confin'd, 

The laws of matter act not on the ^ind. 

Too feebly, sure, its iacnfties must grow. 

And Reason brings her borrow'd light too slow/ 

O! still censoriogs? Art thou, tl^en possessed 

Of Reason's powiM*, and does she nile thy breast? 

Say what the iiser-rhat) Providence ^ign'd 

To infant years matnrity of 4Bind ? • 

Tliat tb^ pert offsprmg^ as their fati^er wise, 

Mi^t scorn lihj^^pceoepts,< and thy pow'r despise? 

Or mourn, with ill^inatch'd faculties at strife, 

O'er limbs unequal to the task of life? 

To ieel more sensibly the -wi^es that' wait 

On every period, as on every state ; . 

And slight, sad convicts of each painliil truth, 

The happier tritles of mithinkirig youth ? 

Conclude we then the prbgiHess (/f the mind ' ^ ^ 
Ordain'd by Wisdom infinitely kind : 
No innate knowledge on the soul imprest. 
No birth-right instinct acting in the breast, 
vol.. I. G 
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No natal light, no beams from Heav'n display'd, 
Dart through the darkness of the mental shade. 
Perceptive powers we hold from Heaven's decree^ 
Alike to knowledge as to virtue free, 
In both a liberal agency we bear, 
The moral here, the intellectual there; 
And hence in both an equal joy is known. 
The conscious pleasure of an act our own. 

When first the trembling eye receives the cRny, 
External forms on young perception play ; 
External forms affect tiie mind alone, 
Their different powers and properties unknown. 
See the pleas'd infimt court the flaming brand, 
Eager to grasp the glory in its hand ; 
The crystal wave as eager to pervade. 
Stretch its fond arms to meet the smiling shade f 
When Memory's call the mimic words obey. 
And wing the thought thiit falters on its way; 
When wise Experience her slow verdict draws. 
The snre effect exploring in the cause ; 
In Nature's rude, but not unfruitful wild. 
Reflection springs, and Reason is her child : ' 
On her fair stock the blooming scitm grows. 
And brighter through revolving seasons blows. 

All beauteous flow'r 1 immortal shalt tfaon ahine. 
When dim with age yon golden orbs decline ; 
Thy orient bloom, nnconselons of decay, 
Shall spread and flourish in eternal day. 

O ! with what art, my friend, what early care. 
Should Wisdom cultivate a plant so fair I 
How Aliould her eye the ripening mind reVtse, 
And blast tlie bnd^. of Foll^ as they rise! 
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How should her hand with industry restrain 
The thriving growth of Passion's fmitfiil train. 
Aspiring weeds, whose lohy arms would tow'r 
With iktal shade o'er Reason's tender flow'r. 

Ftmsk low porsttits the ductile mind to save, 
Creeds that contract, and vices that ensfaive ; 
O'er life's rough seas its doobtlul course to steer, 
Unbroke by avarice, bigotry, or fearl 
For this fiur Science spreads her light afiur, 
And fills tlie bright urn of her eastern star. 
The liberal Power in no sequester'd cells^ 
Nomoonshine conrtsof dreaming schoolmen dwells ; 
Distinguished far her lofty temple stands. 
Where the tall mountain looks o'er distant lands ; 
An round her throne the graceful arts appear, 
That boast the empire of the eye or ear. 

See fiivour'd first, and nearest to the throne. 
By the rapt mien of musing Silence known, 
Fled from herself, the Pow'r of Numbers plac'd, 
Her wild thoughts watcb'd by Harmony and Taste. 

There (but at distance never meant to vie) . 
The AiU-ibrm'd image glanciag on her eye, 
See lively Painting I On her various fiiee 
Quick-gliding forms a moment find a place ; 
She looks, slie acts the character she gives, 
And a new feature in each feature lives. 

See attic ease in Sculpture's graceful air^ 
Half looae her robe, and half anbound her ha|r^ 
To Me^ to life, she smiling seems to call, 
And down her Air hands negligently fall. 



I 



LB8t, bat not meanest, of the glorious choir. 
See Music, listeoiiig to^an angel-sfljiro* > - - 

Simplicity, their beauteous handmaid, drest 
By Nature, bears a field-flower on her breast. 
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O Arts divine ! O magic Povers-lhat mo^.v > ^ > 
Tlie springs of truth, enlaifingtrutb, a|^.lov«<l 
Lost in their charms each mean attachment ends. 
And Taste anci Knowledge thus are Virtue's 

friends* -- ,.„,-.".« »•..* •»*(,• ►. a.,, 

»• ' • 

^ •. . . , ^ . 't > '-t } 

Thus Nature deigns to sympathise wttti> Afty « f : 

And leads the moral beauty to the hearty r'^ • . 

There, onty there, that strong attractioB^liesy >- •• 

Which wakes the soul, and bids her graces rise -, 

lives in those-powers of harmony that biad -»*••' 

Congenial hearts, and stretch from mind to mind : 

Glow'd in that warmth, that social kiiiidness gave, 

Which once — ^the rest is silenoe and*th^fr»f« I >; 

O tears, that wafm from wounded- Fiiendabip 

flow! 
O thoughts that wake to inonum6Bts<Kf-wo«t> '^^ 
Reflection keen, that points the paaii^4aitt$wi 
Memory, that speeds its'pdssago^to tha heati; -^v. 
Sad monitors,^ your cruel power suspend^'t -^ ■ — -^> 
And bide, for ever hide, the buried friend : 
— In vain — confest I see my Granfiird standi - ^^ 
And the p^n falls — ^falls from my trembling hand. 
E'en Death's diib «luidbw sQekfttoJhkla, in-vttii^t 
Thiil'liberat aspect, abd that^ftaiie Iuwmm^ ---^^ 
E'en Death's dim shadow'wears a languid ligllt,-'^ 
And his eye beams throu^ everlaBting night. 
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'Till the last n^ of Genius shall expire, 

His keen eye fiuled, and extinct his lire ; 

Till Time, in league with Envy and with Death, 

Btast the skOrd hand, and stop the tnneliil breath ; 

My Craufiird still shall claim the monmful song, 

So long remember'd, and 'b^wail'd so long. 
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Friemd, sister, partner of that gentle heart 
Where my soul lives, and holds her dearest part ; 
While love's soft raptures these gay hoars employ. 
And time pats on the yellow robe of joy ; 
Will yoa, Maria, mark with patient ear 
The moral Muse, nor deem her song severe? 

Throagb the long coarse of Life's nncloaded day. 
Where sweet contentment smiles on Virtae's way ; 
Where Fancy opes her ever-varying views, 
And Hope strews flowers, and leads yoa as she 

strews ; 
May each fair pleasure court thy favoured breast. 
By truth protected, and by love caress'd ! 

Bo Friendship vows, nor shall her vows be vain; 
For every pleasure comes in Virtue's train; 
Each charm that tender sympathies impart, 
The glow of soul, the transports of the heart, 
fi}weet meanings, that in silent trnth convey 
Mind into mind, and steal the soul away; 
These gifts, O Vulue, these are all thy ovm ; 
Lost to the vicious, to the vain nnknown ; 

> AddresMd' to tlie authors eiiter-ln-law, oa her mar- 
f iage in iTOe. 
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Yet blest with these, and happier charms than these. 
By Nature fonta'd, by geniiis taught to please. 
E'en you, to prove that mortal ^Fb are vain, 
Must yield your human sacrifice to pain ; 
Tlie wizard Care shall dim those brilliant eyes, 
Sffiite the iair urns, and bid the waters nse. 

With mind nnbroke that darker hour to bear, 
Nor, once his captive, drag the chains of Care, 
Hope's radiftnt sunshine o'er the scene to poor, 
Nor fotore joys in present ills devour, 
These arts your philosophic friend may show, 
Too well experienc'd in the school of woe. 

In some sad hour, by transient grief opprest. 
Ah I let not vain reflection wound your breast; 
For memory, then, to happier objects blind, 
Though once the friend, the traitor of the mind, 
Life's varied sorrows studious to explore, 
Turns the sad volume of its sufferings o'er. 

Stifl to the distant prospect stretch your eye, 
Pass the dim cloud, and view the brightening sky; 
On Hope's kind wing, more genial climes survey, 
Let Fancy join, but Reason guide your way, 
For Fancy, still to tender woes inclin'd, 
May soothe the heart, but misdirects the mind. 

The source of half our anguish, half our tears, 
I» the wrong conduct of our hopes and iears ; 
Like ill-train'd children, still their treatment such, 
Restrain'd too rashly, or indulged too much. 
Hence Hope, projecting more than life can give, 
Would live with angels, or refuse to live; 
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Hence spleen-ey'd Fear, o'er-actiog Caution's par^ 
Betrays those succours Reason lends the heart 

Yet these^ submitted to fiMr'Xrii|i(i*s«eiilnA« 
These tyrants are tbe>Aei^yantji,^ th^.'^oui i 
Through vales of peace the dove-like Hope shall 
And bear at eve her olive branch away, [s^niyy 
In ev/ery ^cene^sonie, distant charm^^^scry, 
And hold K forward, to the Jiirighteningeyef . 
While watchful Fear, if Fortitude maintain 
Her trembling steps, shaU w»i4^ ^ distant pain. ' 

Should erring Nature cawal faults ^ia^lose, 
Wound not the breast that harbours your repose: 
For every grief tbatbr^ast from you shall prove. 
Is ope Jink broken.in tbeuobiMB^fal' Joy^. 
Soon, With their objects, other woes are past, 
Bat painsfrom tfaofie.<w» love are^ifumi^lhat last. 
Though faults or follies &oni Reproach may fly. 
Yet in its shad|&..tb« tender paosioos die^ 

Love, like the A»w9v4h»t'€Ottirts thei^>||ind rayv 
Will Nourish only ir the sniil^ of'ilay ; 
Distrust's cold air the generous plant annoys^ 
And qiie chUl blight of difie.^o«lpi»pt;4<Mi]e^ys,. 
O shun, my fnrod* avoid.that dangerous coast, 
Whei:(i4^«€e ^xpilies,; and fair afffotioiV^ lost; 
By wit, by grief, by anger urg'd, forbear 
The speech. cOMtemptiioii9» wd the scpmful air. 

If heart-felt quiet, thoughts unmixt with pain. 
While j)i^9 w^ves,ja%w9rs.^o'en.Hy«iQB-4 golden 
If tranquil days, if hours of smiling ease, [chain. 
The sens^.ot pl^asqfe» aQ44he pQWip« lo^ please, ; 
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If charms like these deserve your serious care. 
Of one dark foe, oi)^ dani^eroos foe beware! 
like Hecla^s inountaip, while bis heart's in flamey 
HMa8pi5pt'8.cold, and Jealousy's his name. 
His hil^eoo^ birth his wild disorders prove, 
Begot by Hiitire^ on despairiog Love ! 
Her throes inrrage the frantic mother bora, 
And the. fell 4ire srith aligry curses tore 
His sabld hair — Distmst beholdiug smil'd, 
And }ov'd ^ii^er image.in her future child. 
With cmelcare, indnstrious to impart 
Each painfiil sense, each soul-tormenting art, 
To Doubt'&.4Mn shrine &er« hapless charge she led. 
Where never sleep reUev'd the burning head, 
W^j^^^evergnitefttl'fancy sootfa'd suspense. 
Or the sweet charm of ^easy confidence. 
Hence fears eternal, ever-restless care, v 

And all the cUre associates of despair. 
Hence.a|K the* woes he, found that peace destroy, 
And <^^,witl^{>ain the sj[>arkiiiig stream of joy. 

When love's warm breast, from rapture's trembling 

height, ^ 
Falls to the temperate measures of delight; 
When calm delight to easy friendship turns. 
Grieve not that Hymen's torch more gently burns. 
Unerring Nature, in each purpose kind. 
Forbids long transports to usurp the mind; 
For, oft dissolv'd in joy's oppressive ray, 
Soon would the finer faculties decay. 

Tme tender love one even tenor keeps; 

'Xls reason's flame, and bums when passion sleeps. 



812 PRECEPTS OF CONJUGAL HAPPIHESS. 

The charm connubial, like a stream that glides 
Tbrongh life's fair vale, with no unequal tides; 
With many a plant along its genial side, 
With many a flower that blows in beauteous pride, 
With many a shade, where peace in rapturous rest 
Holds sweet affiance to her fearless breast ; 
Pure in its source, and temperate in its way, 
Still flows the same, nor finds its gm decay. 

O bliss beyond what lonely life can know. 
The soul>felt sympathy of joy and woe! 
TJiiat magic charm which makes e*en soirow dear, 
And turns to pleasure the partaken tear! 

Long, beauteous fnend, to yon may Heayen impart 
The soft endearments of the social heart! 
Long to your lot may every blessmg flow. 
That sense, or taste, or virtue can bestow ! 
And oh, forgive the zeal your peace inspires. 
To teach that prudence which itself admhres. 



I 



THE . 

ORIGIN OF THE VEIL. 



Warm from thb heart while flows the iaithiiil lio^ 
The meanest friend of beauty shall be mine : 
What Jjoye, or Fame, or Fortune could bestow. 
The charm of praise^ the ease of life I owe 
To Beauty present, or to Beauty fled, 
To Hertford living, or Caernarvon dead, 
ToTweedale's taste, to Edgecumbe's sense serene. 
And (Envy spare this boast) to Britain's Queen 1 
Kind to the lay that all nnlabour'd flow'dy 
What Fancy caught, where Nature's pencil glow'd ' ; 
She saw the path to new, though humble fame, 
Gave me her praise, and left me fools to blame. 

Strong in their weakness are each woman's charms, 
Dread that endears, and softness that disarms : 
The timorous eye retiring from applause, 
And the mild air that fearfliUy wididraws, 
Marks of her power these humble graces prove^ 
And, dash'd with pride, we deeper drink of Love. 

Chief of those charms that hold the heart in thrall, 
At thy fair shrine, O Modesty, we fiill. 
Not Cynthiia rising o'er the watery way. 
When on the dim wave falls her friendly ray « 

I Tli« FaUet of Flort. 
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Not the pore aether of /Eolian skies, 
That drinks the day's first glories as they rise ; 
Not all the tints from evening-clouds that breaks 
Bam in the beauties of the virgin's cheek; 
When o'er that cheek, undisciplin'd by arty 
The sweet suffusion foshes from the hearL - 

Yet the soft blush, UDtutor'd to control. 
The glow that speaks the susceptible soul. 
Led by nice honour, and -by decent pride. 
The voice of ancient virtue taught to bide ; 
Taught beauty's- bloom the searcbaig eye to shuB, 
As early flowers blow fearlid of th« sun. 

Far as the long veeoidsof tine we trace % 
Still flow'd the Veil o'er modesty's fair face : 
The guard of beauty, in whose friendly shade, 
Safe from each eye tWIeatUff'd^sonlis laidj-^ 
The pensive -thought that palen look» betray, -* 
The tender grief that steads in tear» ^way, 
The hopeless-wish 4hatpreBipti thelbequent sigh. 
Bleeds ui the blush, or melts upon the eye. 

The man of fiuth through Oerar doom'd to stray, 
A nation waiting bis eventlul way. 
His fortuned fiyr oompmion Mhiseide," '- 
The wofld hi8,premiMy Providence his guide ; " ■ 

* Plato mentions two provinces in Persia, one of which 
was called the Qyeen's Girdle, the other tlie Qaeen*s Veil» 
the revenues of which, no doubt, wtre employed in. por- 
chasing those parts of her Miyesty's dress. U was aboot- 
the middle, «f the thlvdoeatarx/that IteMsltitl^woibct), oa 
tailing the vow of virgiiiltyi assumed that »«i\ whUh had 
before been worn by the Pagan priestesses, hnd which » 
nsed by the religious aiaws •the iRomMmists now. 



Ooce, inor«[4hiui virtae'dai'd ti» Value itft, 
Aod caH*d a sicter ivfaom he dwn*d » wH^ : ' r "" 
Mistaken father «f the ikithfol racev ' ' 

Thy fears alonereosld purchase thgr diigitee.' *^ 
* Go,' to the fair, when conscions of the tale. 
Said Oen0*8'PtiiK«; < thy boaftnilcl k % veBV 

;0 ancient iaith!>0 nrtne fnieani*d4B >vaiiit ' ''' 
When Hymens titer nevdrhekhamtaiB'; 
When his pare tonrinhednndiminiBbklTayS) ' 
And fires oiM^ died beneath theblite} • ^ 

For fiuth like tins (air Greece was early knowot 
Aod daim'dttheiVeti^aitirrt hKNM«#s as Mr tmn* ^ 

Ere half her sota, tt'er Asians treniUinfootet) ' ' ' 
AoB'd to mtenn^ onew4]maii's"¥irtQe Idtft ; ' • " 
Ere he, whom €arce sought tot diiirni in yam; •' 
FoUoWd wildibrtnne ti^or the tarions Main, 
In youth's gay bloom he-pKed the' exolthi^^ar,. 
From Ithaca's white cocks %> flfwrta^s sM<^Pe :^ ' "^ 
Free to Nerician gales ^ the vessel glides. 
And wild Earotav.'* smootheahiswafHbr lidei^ 
For amorous Greece, when Love conducts the way. 
Beholds her.watem^aadheririMis'obeyi • - "'' • 
No objectiiqrtivbnt LovliPsilniiprtlssioirkBowi, -^ 
Np wavs^that wanders, and no breeie that blom, 
Her groves % her mountains have his power confest. 

And Zephyr sigh'd not but for Flora's breast. 

it • . 

* - 

9 He it the valle of tbine eyes to alf that are with thee» 
and toaU othen.~>Cren. xx. 16. Fee. Travu. . . 

* Prom the inoantaii|^lJe^}jj» Jn.^f.haga,,uflfj failed Nerl- 

* The Spartan river. 

* B oierite d*Alberghe amore.—SHBcie*. 



H6 ORIGIN OP THB TEU.. 

Twas when his aghs in tweeteat whispers Mtxafd^ 
Far o*er Laoonia's plains from Eva's ' shade ; . . 
When 8oft<ey'd Spring resnm'd his mantle gay. 
And lean'd loxnrioas on the breast of May, . 
Love's genial banners yoeng Ulysses bore. 
From Ithaca's white rocks to Sparta'^ shore. 

With all that soothes the hearty that wmsyor warms. 
All princely vhrtnes, and all manly charms. 
All Love can urge, or Eiocpience pecsoade. 
The iiitore hero wooed his Spartan maid. 
Yet long he wooed— in Sparta slow to yield. 
Beauty, like valour, long maintained the field :rr- 

* No bloom so fidr Messene^s banks disclose, 
No breath so pore o'er Tempe's bosom blows ; 
No smile so radiant throws the genial jray 
Through the fiur eye4ids of the openmg day ; 
But doif to vows with fondest passion prest, 
Cold:as the wave of Hebms' wintery breast, 
Penelope regards no lover's pain. 

And ovrns. Ulysses eloquent in vain. 

* To vows that vainly vraste thehr warmth in sir. 
Insidious hopes that lead but to despair ; 
Afiections lost, desires the heart must me, 

And Love, and Sparta's joyless phuns, adien ! 

^ Yet still this bosom shall one passion share. 
Still shall my countiy find a fiither there. 
£v*n now the children of my little rdgn 
Demand that fiither of the fiuthless main; 

^ A aMvatain la Pf lap«aB«iat. 
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Ev*n DOW, their prince solidtoos to save, 

Caimb the tall cliff, and watch the changeful wave. 

' Bnt not for him their hopes, or fears alone ! 
They seek the promis'd partner of his throne ; 
For her their incense breathes, their altars bhize, 
For her to Heaven the suppliant eye they raise. 
Ah! shall they know their prince implor'd in vamf 
Can my heart live beneath a nation's pain ? 

There spoke the virtue that her soul admir'd, 
The Spartan soul, with patriot ardour fir'd. 
* Enough!' she cried — ^ Be mme to boast a part 
In him, who holds his country to his heart : 
Worth, honour, fiiith, that fiiir affection gives, 
And with that vurtue, every virtue lives . 

Pleas'd that the nobler principles could move 
His daughter's heart, and soften it to love, 
Icarios own'd the auspices divine, 
Wove the £ur crown ', and bless'd the holy shrine. 

Bnt ah! the dreaded parting hour to brave! 
Then strong afi^tion griev'd for what it gave. 

* Omiift ouralam carttites, &;c.— >Cic. 

9 The woawn of ancient Greece, at the marriage cere- 
mony, wore gartauMla of flowera, probably aa emUena of 
parity, fertility, and beauty. That Earipides, 

lot namaa^tM;' iym» iiyoh wg yafjuouiAim' 

^h. in Aul, 

The modem Oreclc ladies wear thne garlands in varloat 
f<mns, whenever they appear dressed ; and frequently adorn 
themselves thus for their own amusement, and when thty 
do not expett to he seen by any but their domestics. 

Voyage latttrairc dt la Oreee. 



^ 
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Shonld he the 6omfdrt of his tife*l d^fdine", >' 
His life's last charm to Itbada resigbf 
Or, wandering with her tq a distant shore, 
Behold Enrotas* long-lov'd banks no more? 
Expose his grey hairs to «» alie^ «ky,' • •= '<.£».• 
Nor on his countary^slparent bds&rtf'die'**? • " 

* No, Prince,! he cried; < ibr Spartb'ft haplri^ plain 
Leave the Ibv'd honours of thy little reigu. 

The gratefbl change shall equal honours bring, 
— Lord of' himself, a Spartan' is 'a Kang.' * 

When thus tie I'Wnce, with obvious grief 4)pprest, 

* Canst thou not force the father from thy breast^ 
Not without pain behold one' child 'depart,' 

Yet bid me 'tear a nation from my heart P 
— Not for all Sparta's, all Euboea's plains* — 
He said; and to his^«on^sers^Ve thi^ rei^. ■ ' 

Still the fond sireparsues widi suppliajdt voice. 
Till, mov'd, tlic Monarch^yields her t«lier choice^ 

* Though mine by vows, by fair affection mine. 
And holy truth, and auspices divine; 

This suit let fair Penelope idedd^, - '•'•»« 
Remain the daughter, w proceedtb^; brid^/ < 



O'er the quicjk blush her friendly mantle ftU, 
And told him all that modesty could tell. 

^The ancients esteemed this one of tlie greatest inis- 
iMTtuaes tliat could lifM. tltenk Tbc Tnojaus Uioacht it the 
laost lameamble circMMtuice tttlcndirfit tlie»loss of tbeir 
pilot Palinaras, that hit body tbould lie in « fonrieii 
country. . • ^ . 

If Dota, Palinore, Jar bis arena. f^rgii. 



I^( 
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b longer now the father's fondness strove 
* With patriot virtoe or acknowledg'd love ; 
Bot on the scene that parting sighs endear'd, ^ 
Fair Modesty's " first honoured fane he rear'd. 

The daughter's form the pictured goddess wore, 
The daughter's veil '^ before her bhilhes bore, 
And taught the maids of Greece this sovereign law — 
She most shall conquer, who shall most withdraw. 



11 Ptosauias, who hM recorded the story on which ibis 
Utile poem is founded, tells us that ibis was the flrst trmple 
erected to Modesty in Greece. 

K See the Veil of Modesty in the Mnsaeom Caplhilioam, 
Vol. 111. and for further proofs of its high antiquity, see 
Horn. Odyss lib. tI. Claud. Epitbal. Honor, where he says, 
Rt crines festiua llgat, pepUtmque flnenteni 
ADevat 

Ipbifr. in Tanr. Act iv. and Colnt. Rapt Helen, lib. i. v. 
sn, where Heroiione tears her gold-embroidered veil on 
the disappearance of Helen. 

Anrenm qaoqoe ruplt capitis tcfmca. 
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ODES. 

TO 

THE RIVER EDEN, 1769. 

Delightful Eden I paretit Mredtn, ' 

Yet shall the maids of Meinoty say, 
(When, led hy Fancy's fairy dr^bm, * 

My yoang steps trac'd thy wmdingivay) 
How oft along thy mazy shore, 
That many a gloomy aldet bor^R, ' 

In pensive thought their Poet ^trayM $ 
Or, careless thrown thy bank beside. 
Beheld thy dimply waters glide, 

Bright through the trembling shade. 

Yet eihall they paint those scenes again, ' 

Where once with ihfknt Joyhe play'd. 
And bending o'er thy liquid plain, 

The azure worlds below surve3r'd : 
X^ed by the rosy-handed Hours, 
When Time trip'd o'er that bank of flowers, 

Which in thy crystal bosom smii'd: 
Though old the god, yet light and gay, 
He flung his gli|ss, his scythe away. 

And seero'd himself a child. 

The poplar tal), that waving near 
Wonid whisper to thy murmurs free ; 

Yet mstling seems to sooth mine ear, 
And trembles when I sigh for thee. 
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Yet seated on thy shelvuig brim. 
Can Fancy see the Naiads trim 

Burnish their green locks in the son ; 
Or at the hist lone hour of day, 
To chase the lightly-glancing Ay, 

In airy circles run. 

Bat, Fancy, can thy mimic power 

Again those happy moments bring? 
Can'st thou restore that golden hoar. 

When young Joy wav'd his laughing wing ? 
When first in Eden's rosy vale, 
My fall heart pour'd the lover's tale. 

The vow sincere, devoid of guile f 
While Delia in her panting breast. 
With sighs, the tender thought supprest. 

And look'd as angels smile.. 

O Goddess of the crystal bow, 

That dwelPst the golden meads among ; 
Whose streams still fair in memory flow, 

Whose murmurs melodise my song ! 
Oh I yet those gleams of joy display. 
Which brightening glowed in Fancy's ray, 

When, near thy lucid um reclin'd. 
The dryad. Nature, bar'd her breast, 
And left, in naked charms imprest. 

Her image on my mind. 

In vain the maids of Memory fair 

No more in golden visions play ; 

No friendship smoothes the brow of Care, 
No Delia's smile approves my lay. 

Yet, love and friendship lost to me, 

Tis yet some joy to think of thee. 
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And in thy breast this moral find ; 
rhat life, thongh stain'd with Sorrow's showerii 
Shall flow serene, while Virtue ponrt 

Her sunshine on the mind. 



TO THE . 

GENIUS OF WESTMORELAND. 

Hail, hidden power of these wild groves, 
These uncouth rocks, and mountains grey I 
Where oft, as fades the closing day, 

The family of Fancy rores. 

In what lone cave, what sacred cell, 
Coeval with the birth of Time, 
Wrapt in high cares, and thought sublime, 

In awful silence dost thou dwell ? 

Oft in the depth of Waiter's reign, 
As blew the bleak winds o*er the dale; 
Moanmg along the distant gale. 

Has Fancy heard thy voice complain. 

Oft in the dark wood's lonely way, 
Swift has she seen thee glancing by ; 
Or down the summer evening sky. 

Sporting in clouds of gilded day. 

If caught from thee the sacred fire. 
That glow'd within my youthful breast; 
Those thoughts too high to be exprest, 

Genius! if thou didst once inspire. 
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O piea8*cl accept this ^otive lay^ 
That, in my native shades retir'4> 
And once, once more, by thee inspir'd, 

In gratitade I pay. 



HYMENEAL. 

ON THE MARRIAGE OF HIS PRESENT MAJESTY. 

1760. 

AwASB, thoa everlastiiig lyrei 

That once the mighty Pindar strong. 
When wrapt with more thani^iortal fire, 
Hie gods of Greece he sung ! Awal^e > 
Arrest the rapid foot of Tune again [strain. 

With liquid notes of joy, and pleasure's melting 

Crown*d. with each beauteous flower that blows 

On Acidalia's tuneful side ; 

With all Aonia^s rosy pride, 
Where nnmeroas Aganippe flows ; 
From Thespian groves vad fountains wild. 

Come, tbou yellow-vested boy, 

Redolent of youth and joy^ 
Eaur Urania's ' fayour'd child ! . 

Cieorge to thee devotes the day : 

To Hymen, haste away! 
Daughter of the genial main ! 

Queen of youth and rosy smiles, 

Queen of dimple-dwelling wiles p 
Come with all thy Paphian train : - 
O, give the fair th^t blooms foi^.Hritain*ft thronje^j, 
Thy melting charms of love,thy soul-enchanting zone ! 

^ Sm Catnllos. 
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Daof^ter ortbe genial main ! 
Bring tiuitbear.t:di8$olviagpower» ,. 
Which onqe in Ida's liacred bower 
Hie soul of Jove opposed in vain : 
The sire of gods thy conquej'Jng .charms CQp^essM; 
And, yanquish'd) snnk, sunk down on Jnno's (bster- 

...[ing breast. 
She comes, the conscious sea snNides; 
Old Ocean curbs his tliundering tides: 
Smooth the silken surface lies, 
Where Venus' flowery chariot flies : 
Paphiau aiit^ in ambush sleep ... 
On the still bosom of the deep ; , 
Paphian maids around her mo?e, 
Keen ey'd Hope, amjl Joy, and Love : 
Their ro«^ breasts a thousand Cupids lave, 
And dip their wanton wings, and beat the buxom 

• iM kr .. I wave* 

Bnt mar^, of more than vulgar mien. 
With, regal grace and radiant eye, 
A form in youthful majesty ! 
Britain, hail thy favoured Queen ! 
For her the conscious sea subsides ; 
Old Ocean curbs his thundering tides, 
0*er the glassy-bo6om*d main 
Venus leads her laughing train ; 
The Paphian maids move graceful by her side, 
And o'er the buxom waves the rosy Cupids ride. 

Fly, ye fairy-footed Hours; 
Fly, with aromatic flowers ! 
Such as batli'd in orient dews. 
Beauty's living glow difinse ; 
Such as in Idalia's grove 
Breathe the sweetSi the sonl of level 
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Covaef genial god of chaste delight, 
With wreaths of festive roses crowned. 

And torch that bums with radiance bright, 
And liberal robe that sweeps the ground f 
firing the days of golden joy, 
Pleasures pure, that never cloy ! 
Bring to Britain's happy pair, 
AH that's kind, and good, and &ir ! 
George to thee devotes the day : 
To Hymen, haste away. 

Daughters of Jove! ye virgins sage, 
That wait on Camus' hoary age ; 
That oft his winding vales along 
Have smootli'd your silver-woven song; 
O wake once more those lays sublime, 
That live beyond the wrecks of time ! 
To crown your Albion's boasted pair. 
The never-fading wreath prepare ; 
While her rocks echo to this grateful strain, 
< The friends of freedom and of Britain reign«* 
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XHUODO&IV&TO CQNSTANTIA. 

1760. 

Let otbca]^ ne^k ti^ lyiqg aids of art, 
And bribe thej^assipns tojbetr^y. the heart ; 
Tmthf sacred Ifruth^ a^d Fajith imsHi^U'd to feign. 
Fill my fond breast^ and prompt my arfless stntin. 

Say, did thy lover, in some happier hour. 
Each ardent thoaght, in wild profusion ponr ? 
With eager fondness on tli'y bearity gaze, 
And talk with all the ecstasy pf praise i 
The heart siq|i^ei^.it9,pl<^^i^^ ttipalt orov'd.; 
All, all decfar^ci'tiiat Hiebdosius lov'£ 

Let rapta^d.^i>'ancy on.th^t moment dwell, 
When thy dear^.yovtrs in .^rembling accents fell ; 
When Love acknowlecf^^df'wiik^il the tender sigh, 
Swell'd thy full Weast^ dhi tiU'd thy ^eltiijg eye. 

Dance au its hours in jpLea^urcrs golden ray ! 
Pale sorrow's gloom frpin everv e^e (depart ! 
And laoghiogjoy i^lJl%tJi(^feuj^ %,>eartL 
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Let Tillage-iiiaids their festive brows adorn, 
And with fresh garlands meet the smiling mom| 
Each happy swain, by fiiitbfiil Love repaid. 
Poor his warm vows, and court his village maid. 

Yet shall the scene to ravish'd memory rise ; 
Ck>nstantia present yet shall meet these eyes : 
On her fair arm her beauteoos head reclined, 
Her locks flung careless to the sportful wind. 
While Love and Fear contending in her lace,. 
Flush every rose, and heighten every grace. 

O, never, while of life and hope possest, 
May this dear image quit my fiiithfiil breast ! 
The painful hours of absence to beguile, 
May thus Constantia look, Constantia smile I 



TO JLORD GRJNBY. 



Ih spite of all the rusty fools 

That clean old nonsense m the schods ; 

Nature, a mistress never coy, 

Has wrote on all her work^Enjoy. 

Shall we, then, starve, like Gideon's wife^ 

And die to save a makeweights life? 

No, friend of Nature, you disdain 

So fair a hand should work ui vain* 

But, good my Lord, make her your gmd€| 
And err not on the other side : 
Like her, in all you deign to doy 
Be liberal, but be sparing too. 
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Wbftn fly Sir Toby, night by night, 
If Witb his dear bags regales his sight ; 
\ And conscience, reason, pity sleep, 

Tboogh Tirtne pine, though merit weep ; 

I 'See the keen reproaches fly 

Indignant from yoar honest eye ; 

Each bonnteons wish glows nnconfin^d, 

And your breast labours to be kind. 

At this wann honr, my Lord, beware 
The servile Flatterer's specious snare, 
Tlie fawning Sycophant, whose art 
Marks the kind motions of the heart \ 
. Each idle, each insidiotis knave. 
That acts the graceful, wise, or brave. 

With festive board, and social eye, 
Yoa've seen old Hospitality ; 
Mounted astride the moss-grown waU, 
The genius of the ancient hall. 
So reverend, with such courtly glee, 
He serv'd your noble ancestiy ; 
And tum'd tlie hinge of many a gate. 
For Rossel, Rons, Plantagenet. 
No lying porter levied there, 
His dues on all imported ware \ 
There, ranged in rows, no liveried train 
E'er begg'd their master's beef again ; 
No flatterer's planetary face 
Plied for a bottle, or a place. 
Toad-eating France, and fiddliog Rome 
Kept their lean rascals starv'd at home. 

' Thrice happy days !' 
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In this, 'tis true, 
Old times were better than the new ; 
Yet some egregious faolts you'll see 
In ancient Hospitality. • 
See motley <iro^ds, his roof beneath, 
Put poor Society to death ! « 

Priests, knights, aAd 'squires debating wild. 

On themes unworthy '6f a child ; 

Till the strange Compliment commences. 

To praise their host, and lose their senses. 

Go then, my Lord! keep open hall; 
Proclaun your table free for all ; 
Oo, sacri6ce your time, your wealth, 
Your patience, liberty, and health, 
To such a th«tight>renoiineing crew. 
Such foes to cane— e'en care for you. 

4 

' Heav'ns ! and are these the plagues that wait 

Around the bo8pita|>le gate? — ^ - 

Let tenfold u-on bolt my door, 

And the gaunt mastiff growl before ; 

There, not one human creature nigl^ 

Save, dear Sir Toby, you and I, 

In cynic silence let us dwell j 

Ye plagues of social life, farewell f 

Displeases this? The modem way, 
Perhaps, mdy't)Iea«^^-i-^i3i public day, 
' A public dary r thetesi^d irame ? 
The farce of friendship and the shame. 
Did ever Social freedbtncome ' ' ' 
Within thefeklfeol^drawing-room? 
See pictur'a^rtVnttd'the' formal crowd! 
How nice, how Just each attitude ! 
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^y Lord approaches — ^what surprise 1 
Tbe pictures speak, the pictures rise ! 
Tbrice ten times told the same salute. 
Once more the mimic forms are mute. 
Meanwhile the envious rows between. 
Distrust and Scandal walk unseen ; 
Their poisons silently infiise, 
"nil these suspect, and those abuse* 

* Far, far from these, in some lone shade. 
Let me, in easy silence laid, 
Where never fools, or slaves intrudey 
Enjoy the sweets of solitude I' 

Whatf quit the commerce of mankind I 
fjcave virtue, fame, and worth behind ! 
Who 6y to solitary rest. 
Are Reason's savages at best. 

Though human life's extensive 6eld 
Wild weeds, and vexing brambles yields 
Behold her smiling vallies- bear 
Melliflqoos frmts, and flowrets iair! 
The crowds of folly yon despise——* 
Associate with the good -and' wise; 
For virtue, rightly understood, 
Is to be wise, and to be good; 
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TO MRS. GILLMAN, 

With sense enough for half your sex beside, 

With just no more than necessary pride ; 

Witli knowledge caught from Natnre*s living page, 

Politely leam'd, and elegantly sage 

Alas ! how piteous, thatin such a mind 
So many foibles free reception find ! 
Can such a mind, ye gods! admit disdain? 
Be partial, envious, covetous, and vain? 
Unwelcome Truth! to love, to blindness clear! 
Yet, Gillman, bear i( ; — while you blush to hear. 

That in your gentle breast Disdain can dwell, 
Let knavery, meanness, pride that feel it, tcU ! 
With partial eye a friend's defects you see, 
And look with kindness on my faults and me. 
And does no Envy that &ir mind o'er-shade? 
Does no short sigh for greater wealth invade ; 
When silent merit wants the fostering Aeed^ 
And the warm wish suggests the virtuous d^edPl 
Fairly the charge of vanity you prove, ^v^ 

Vain of each virtue of the friends you love. 
What charms, what arts of magic Imve conspired 
Of power to make so many faults admir'd ? 
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TO MR. • • •. 

From scenes where fancy no excursion tries, 
Nor trusts her wing to smokc-euvelop'd skies -, 
Far from the town's detested haunts remov'd. 
And nought but thee deserted that I lov'd ; 
From noise and folly and the world got free. 
One truant thought yet only stays fur thee. 
What is that world which makes the heart its slave? 
A restless sea, revolving wave on wave : 
There rage the storms of each uncertain clime; 
There float the wrecks of Fortune and of Time : 
There Hope's smooth gales in soft succession blow. 
While disappointment hides the rock below. 
The siren pleasures tune their fatal breath. 
And lull you to the long repose of death. 
What is that world? ah ! 'tis no more 
Than the vext ocean while we walk the shore. 
Loud roar the winds and swell the wild waves high, 
Lash the rude beach, and frighten all the sky ; 
No longer shall my little bark be rent. 
Since Hope resigned her anchor to Content. 

Uke some poor fisher that, escap'd with lile, 
Will trust no more to elemental strife ; 
Bat sits in safety on the grejBu-bank side. 
And lives upon the leaving» of the tide ; 
like hun contented you your friend shall see. 
As safe, as happy, and as poor as he. 
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TO ALMENA, 

FROM THE BANKS OF THE IRWAN. 

Where trcmbliDg poplars shade their parent vale, 

And time to meloiy the moootaiD gale ; 

Where Ij^n mHrmnrs mosicalfy slow. 

And brealMng breezes through his.o«ien blow.;. 

Friend of niy heart, behold thy poet laid 

In the dear silence 'of his native shade I 

Ye sacred ndes, where oft the nrase* unseen, 

Led my light nteps along the moon-light green; 

Ye scenes, where peace and fancy held their reign> 

For ever lov'd, and once ei^oy'd again ! 

Ah ! where is now, tint nameless bliss refin'd ; 

That-trananil honr^ that vacaney of mind? 

As sweet nie> wild^rose bares its baUny breast i 

As soon, the breeze with mormnrs soothes to rest ; 

As smooth^ the stream of-silver Irwan flows j 

As fair, each flower along his border biow»: 

Yet dwells not Iiere that nameless blisa fefin'd. 

That tranquilbour, that vacancy of mind. 

Is it that knowledge is allied to woe ; 

And are we happy, only -eiae we Jcnowi 

Is it that Hope withholds her golden rays 

That Fancy's fairy visions fade away ? 

Or can I> distant fiur from all that's dear, 

Be happy only when Almena*s near P 

That tnith, the feefings of my heart discloae : 

Too dear the fnendship for the fUend'iB repose. 

Thus ilionni'd tbemnseywhen tbrongbhia osien wikl^ 

The hill-bom Irwan rai^d his head and smil'd i 

' Child of my hopes,' he fondly cried, ' forbear ; 

Nor let thy Irwan witness thy despair. 



1 
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flas peaee indeed forsook my flowery shore } 
Shall FaBie, and Hope, and Fancy charm no more ? 
Though Fame and Hope in kindred air depart. 
Yet Fancy still should hold thee to her heart; 
For, at thy birth, the village hind has seen 
Her light wings wayiug o'er the shadowy green. 
Withp rosy wreaths she crown'd the new-bom hoars. 
And rivftli«rie»liird thy bed with flowers ; 
In ¥8111-— if grief shall waste thy bloomii^. years, 
And life dissolve in solitude aifd tears.' 



TO GEORGE COLMAN, ESQ. 

PREFIXED TO THE CORRESPONDENCE OP 
THEODOSIUS AltD COWSTANTIA. 

To live beneath the golden star cf love, 
With happier fancy, passions more refitt'd. 

Each softening charm of tenderness to prove, 
And all the finer movements of the mind — 

From gifis like Iheae say, what the boasted gain 
Of tfiose who exquisitely feel or know? 

Tlie skill from pleasure to extract tfa^ pain. 
And open all the avenues of woe. 

Yet shall we, Colman, at these gifts repm^? 

Implore cold apathy to steel the heart ? 
Would yon that sensibility resign, 

And with those powers of genlns veoutd you part f 

Ah tae I my firiend 1 -iior deem the verse divine 
That weaknesa wrote in Petrarch's gentle strain! 

When once he own'd at love's onlavouriQg shrinej 
* A tlwosanll^eaioreewere net-worlh one pain.' 
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The dreams of fancy sooth the pensive heart ; 

For fancy's uin can new delights dispense : 
The powers of genius purer joys impart ; 

For genius brightens all the springs of sense. 

O charm of every muse-ennobled mind, 
Far, far above the groveling crowd to rise ! — 

Leave the low train of trifling cares behind ; 
Assert its birthrisht, and affect the skies! 

O right divine, the pride of power to scorn! 

On fortune's little vanity look down ! 
With nobler gifts, to fairer honours bom^ 

Than fear, or folly, fancies in a crown ! 

As far each boon that Nature's hand bestows, 
The worthless glare of fortune's train exceeds, 

As yon fair orb, whose beam eternal glows. 
Outshines the transient meteor that it feeds. 

To Nature, Colman, let thy incense rise, 
For, much indebted, much hast thou to pay ; 

For taste refin'd, for wit correctly wise. 
And keen discernment's sonl-pervading ray. 

To catch the manners from the various fiice, 
To paint the nice diversities of mind. 

The living lines of character to trace, 

She gave thee powers, and the task assign'd. 

Seize, seize the pen ! the sacred hour departs! 

Nor, led by kindness, longer lend thine ear: 
The tender tale of two ingenaous hearts 

Would rob thee of a moment and a tear. 
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^ RICHARD BURN, LL. D. 

OVB OF HIS MAJESTY'S JUSTICES OP THS PEACE 
FOR THE COUIITUES OF WESTMORELAND AMD 
CUMBERLAND. 



DEAR Sm, 

A Poem written pi^f^edly at yonr request^ na- 
toraliy addt«8ses itself to you. The distitiction you 
have acquired oo ttue subfect, and your taste for 
'the arts, give that address* every kind of propriety. 
If r have auy particular satisfiictioD in thispubli- 
cation^ beside what arises from my compliance 
with your commands, it must be in the idea of 
that testhnony It bears to onr friendship. ' If you 
believe that I am more coneenwd for the duration 
of that than of the Poem itself, you Wiirnot be 
mistaken ; for I am, 

DEAR SIR, 

Yonr tmly affectionate brother 
and faitfafiil bumble servtUlt, 

THE AUTHOR. 
Somenetshirtf 
JprUSSt 1114. 
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INTRODUCTION. 

In Richard's days, wheo lost his pastured plain, 
The wandering Briton songht the wild wood's reign, 
With great disdain heheld the feudal horde, 
Poor life-let vassals of a Norman Lord ; 
And, what no brave man ever lost, possessed 
Himself ^for Freedom bound him to her breast. 

Lov'st thou that Freedom ? By her holy shrine. 

If yet one drop of British blood be thine, 

See, I conjure thee, in the desert shade. 

His bow unstrung, iiis little household laid. 

Some brave forefather ; while his fields they share. 

By Saxon, Dane, or Norman banish'd tliere 1 

And think he tells thee, as his soul withdraws. 

As his heart swells aigainst a tyrant's laws. 

The war with Fate, though fniitless to maintain. 

To guard that liberty he lov'd in vain. 

Were thoughts like these the dream of ancieiit time ? 
Peculiar only to'some age, or clime ? 
And does not Nature thoughts like these impart, 
Breathe in the soul, and write upon the heart? 
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A/k on their monntains yon deserted band, 
Xjiat point to Paoli with no plausive hand ; 
Despising still, their freebom souls unbroke. 
Alike the Gallic and Ligurian yoke ! 

Yet while the patriots* generons rage we sliare, 

Still civil safety calls ns back to care; — 

To Britain lost in either Henry's day, 

Her woods, her mountains, one wild scene of prey I 

Fair Peace from all her bounteous vallies fled, 

And Law beneath the barbed arrow bled. 

In happier days, with more auspicious fate, 
The 4r-iiim'd Edward heal'd his womided state ; 
Dread of his foes, but to his suLjects dear. 
These learn'd to love, as those are taught to fear ', 
Their lanrell'd Prince with British pride obey. 
His glory shone their discontent away. 

With care the tender flower of love to save. 
And plant the olive on Disorder's grave. 
For civil storms fresh barriers to provide. 
He caught the favouring calm and falling tide. 

The social laws from insult to protect. 
To cherish peace, to cultivate respect ; 
The rich from wanton cruelty restrain. 
To smoothe the bed of penury and pain ; 
The hapless vagrant to his rest restore, 
The maze of fraud, the haunts of theft explore j 
The thoughtless maiden, when snbdned by art, 
To aid, and bring her rover to her heart ; 
Wild riot's voice with dignity to quell. 
Forbid nnpeacefol passions to rebel, 
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Wrest from rev^Dgd the ni«ditiit6tf bam, 
For this iair Justice rats*d her sacred arm ; 
For this the tural nm^strate, of yore, 
Thy honourB, Edward, to his nMuision bore. 

Oft, where old Air in conscioas ^lory sails, 
On silver waves that flow through smiling vales. 
In Harewood's groves, where long my yoath was 

laMi, 
Unseen beneath their ancient world of slade^ 
With many a groap of antiqae colanms crown'd. 
In gothic guise such mansion have I fonnd. 

Nor lightly deem, ye apes of modern race, 
Ye cits that sore bedizen Natnre's face. 
Of the more manly stmctnres here ye view; 
They rose for greatness that ye never knew ! 
Ye reptile cits, that oft have mov'd my spleen 
With Venus, and the Graces on your green ! 
Let Phitus, growling o'er his ill-got wealth, 
Let Mercury, the thrivmg god of stealth, 
The shopman, Janus, with his double tooks. 
Rise on your mounts, and perch upon yoar books ! 
But, spare my Venus, spare each sister Grace, 
Ye citB, that sore bedizen Nature's face ! 

Ye royal architects, whose ariitie taste, 

Would lay the realms of Sense and Nature waste ; 

Forgot, whenever from her steps ye stray. 

That folly only points each otlicr way -, 

Here, though your eye no courtly creatare sees, 

Snakes on the ground, or monkies m the trtca ; 

Yet let not too severe a censure fiiil. 

On the plain predncts of the aiteiettt Hall. 
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ForlSEoiigh no sight your childMh ikm^. meets^ 
Of Thibet'«xios^, or China's |iaroqiiet9 ; 
Tbongh apes, asps, lizards, things wiUiQat a taily 
And all the tribes of foreign monsters £ul; 
Here shall ye sigh to see, with rost o'ergrowQ, 
The iron gnffin and tlie sphinx of stone ; 
And mourn, neglected in their waste abodes. 
Fire-breathing diakes, and water^pouting^gods* 

Long have thesemighty monsters known disgracCf 
Yet still some trophies hold their ancient place ; 
Where round tlie Hall, the oak's high surbase rears 
The field-day triumphs of two hnndredyeari. 

Tlie* enormous antlers here recal the day> 
That saw the forest-monarch fon^d a.w«y ; 
Who, many a 6ood, and many a mountain past^. 
Nor finding those, nor deeming these the hist. 
O'er floods, o'er monntains yet prepar'dto fly* 
Long ere the death-drop fill'd his fiuttog eye! 

Here, fam'd for cunning, and in crtmea grown old^ 
Hangs his grey brush, the felon of the fold. 
Oft, as the rent-feast swells the midnight cheer. 
The maudlin fermer kens.him o'er bis.beer, 
And tells hu old, traditionary tale, 
Though known to every tenant of tlie vale. 

Here, where, of old, the fesfel ox has fed^ 
Mark'd with hi»weight, themighty boma are spread : 
Some OJB, 0'MarBlHkU,ifor'aiboaiidi]ike tbiM, 
Where the vast master with the vast sirloin 
Vied in round-magnitode^Respect J- bear 
To thee> though oft the^inimjofi.tb^.chair.^ , 
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These, and such antique tokens, that record 
Tiie manly spirit, and the bounteous board, 
Me more delight than all the gew-gaw train. 
The whims and zigzags of a modern brain,. 
More than all Asia's marmosets to view, 
Grui, frisk, and water, in the walks of Kew. 

Through these fiiir vallies^stranger, hast thou stray'd. 
By any chance, to visit Harewood's shade, 
And seen with honest, antiquated air, 
In the plain Hall the magistratial chair? 
There Herbet sate — the love of human kind. 
Pure light of truth, and temperance of mind. 
In the iree eye the featur'd soul display'd, 
Honour's strong beam, and Mercy's melting shade ; 
Justice, that, in tlie rigid batlis of law. 
Would still some drops from Pity's fountain draw ; 
Bend o'er her urn with many a generous fear. 
Ere his tirm seal should force one orphan's tear ; 
Fair Equity, and Reason scorning art, 
And all the sober virtues of the heart — 
These sat with Herbert, these shall best avail, 
Where statutes order, or where statutes iail. 

Be this, ye rural Magistrates, your plan : 
Firm be your justice, but be friends to Man. 

He whom the mighty master of this bally 
We fondly deem, or iarcically call. 
To own the Patriarch's truth however loth, 
Holds but a mansion crush'd before the moth. 

Frail in his genius, in his heart too, Irail ; 
Bom but to err, and erring to bewail ; 
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. Shalt thon his faults with eye severe explore, 
And give to life one human weakness more? 

Still mark if Vice or Nature prompts tlie deed ; 
Still mark the strong temptation and the need: 
On pressing Want, on Famine's powerful call, 
At least more lenient let thy justice fall. 

For him, who, lost to every hope of life, 
Has long with fortune held unequal strife, 
Known to no human love, no human care, 
The friendless, homeless object of despair ; 
For the poor Vagrant, feel, while he complains, 
Nor from sad freedom send to sadder chains. 
Alike, if folly or misfortune brought 
Those last of woes his evil days have wrought ; 
Believe with social mercy and with me, 
Folly's misfortune in the first degree. 

Perhaps on some inhospitable shore 
The houseless wretch a widow'd parent bore : 
Who, then, no more by golden prospects led, 
Of the poor Indian begg'd a leafy bed. 
Cold on Canadian hills, or Minden's plain. 
Perhaps that parent moum'd her soldier slain; 
Bent o'er her babe, her eye dissolved in dew, 
The big drops mingling with the milk he drew, 
Gave the sad presage of his future years, 
The child of misery, baptized in tears ! 

O Edward, here thy fairest Uinrels fade ! 
And thy long glories darken into shade. 

While yet the palms thy hardy veterans won. 
The deeds of valour tlmt for thee were done, 
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While yet the wreaths for which they brave^ blci^ 
Fir'd thy high soul, and flourish'd oa Iby. h^ail» 
Those veterans to their native shores retom'dy 
Like exiles wander'd, and like exiles moam*d ; 
Or, left at large no longer to bewail, 
Were vagrants deem*d, and destin'd to a gaol! 

Were there no royal, yet nncnltur'd lands, 
No wastes that wanted such subduing hands ; 
Were Cressy's heroes snch abandoned things? 
O fate of war ! and gratitude of kings ! 

The gipsy-race my pity rarely move ; 
Yet their strong thirst of liberty I love : 
Not Wilkes, our freedom^s holy martyr more; 
Nor his firm phalanx of the common shore. 

For this in Norwood's patrimonial groves, 
The tawny fiither with his oSpring roves; 
When sommir suns. lead slow the saltry day. 
In mossy caves, where welling wateni pbgr, 
Fann'd by each gale that cools the fmrvid.^, 
With thisjp lagyed luxpry they lie. 
Oft at the sun tl^e, dnsH^y d^m strain 
The sableeye^ tb^Mi) snagging, sleep again ; . 
Oft, as the d^ws of cooler evening ^1,. 
For their prophetic mother's mantle call* 

Far other cares that wandemng mother wait. 
The mouth, and oft the mimster of Fate I 
From her to hear, in evening's fineiidiy.ahadey 
Of future fortune, flies the village-maid, 
Draws her long-hoarded copper, from its hold ; 
And nuif haUJpeocO' pofchase hopes of gold. 
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ye maids, beware the Gipsy's lures! 
She opeDS not the womb of Time, but yours. 
Oft hsB her hands the hapless Marian wrung, 
Marian whom^ Gay in sweetest strains has song 
The parson's maid — sore cause had she to rue 
Ibe Gipsy's tongue ; the parson's daughter too. 
Long had that anxious daugliter sigh'd to know 
What Vellum's sprucy clerk, the valley's beau, 
Meant by those glances which at church he stole. 
Her father nodding to the psalm's slow drawl ; 
Long had she sigh'd ; at length a prophet came, 
By many a sure prediction known to &me, 
To Marian known, and all she told, for true : 
She knew the future^ for the past she knew. 

Where, in the darkling shed, the moon's dim rays 
Beam'd on the ruins of a one-horse chaise, 
Tillaria sate, while ^thfol Marian brought 
The wayward prophet of the woe she sought. 
Twice did her hands, the income of the week. 
On either side, the crooked sixpence seek ; 
Twice were those hands withdrawn from either side^ 
To stop the tittering laugh, the blush to hide, 
The wayward prophet made no long delay, 
No novice she in Fortune's devious way ; 
^ Ere yet,* she cried, < ten rolling months are o'er. 
Most ye be mothers ; maids, at least no more. 
With you shall soon, O lady fair, prevail 
A gentle youth, the flower of this fair vale. 
To Marian, once of Colin Clout the scorn, 
Shall bnmkin come, and bumkinets be bom.' 

Smote to the heart, the maidens marvell'd sore, 
Tiiat ten short montlis had such events in store; 
voi>. I. K 
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But holding firm, what village-maids believe, 
' That strife with fiite is milking in a sieve j' 
To prove tlieir prophet true, though to their cost, 
They justly thought no time was to be lost. 

These foes to youth, that seek, with dangerous art. 
To aid 4he native, weakness- of the heart ; 
These miscpeants lirom thy harmless viUiige drive, 
As wasps felonious ftom the labouring hive* 



END OF THE HRST PART. 
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PART THE SECOND. 



TO 

ROBERT WILSON CRACROFT, ESQ. 



Born with a gentle heart, and born to please 
With native goodness, of no fortune vain^ 

The social aspect of inviting ease, 
The kind opinion, and the sense humane ; 

To thee, my Cracroft, whom, in early youth. 
With lenient hand, and anxions love, I led 

Through paths where science points to manly truth, 
And gloiy gilds the mansions of the dead: 

To thee this offering of matnrer thought, 
That, since wild Fancy flung the lyre aside. 

With heedful hand the Moral Muse hath wrought. 
That Muse devotes, and bears with honest pride. 

Yet not that period of the human year. 

When Fancy reign'd, shall we with pain review, 

All Nature's seasons difierent aspects wear. 
And now her flowers, and now her fruits are due. 

Not that in youth we rang'd the smiling meads. 
On Elssex' shores the trembling angle play'd, 

Urging at noon the slow boat in the reeds. 
That wav'd their green uncertainty of shade. 

Nor yet the days consumed in Hackthom's vale. 
That lonely on the heath's wild bosom lies, 

Should we with stem severity bewail, 
And all the lighter hours of life despise. 
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For Natare*8 seasons differeDt aspects wear, 
And now ber flowers, and now her fi*uits are doe ; 

Awhile she freed us from the scourge of Care, 
But told 08 then — for social ends we grew; 

To find some Tirtoe traced on life's short page, . 

Some mark of service paid to InmiaBi knid/ 
Alone can cheer the wintry paths of age^' 

Alone support the fiir-reflecting mind. 

Oh! often thought — ^when Smith's discerning care 
To fiiKfaer di^ proioDg'd this fiiiliagjfiMune! 



To die^ was little^But what heart could 
. To die, and leave an undistinguishHl name ? 

BLAGDON HOUSE, 
Fib. 22, 177S. 
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Yet S while thy rod restrains the needy crew. 
Remember that thoa art their monarch too. 
King of the Beggars!— Lov*flt thou not the u«ai6/ 
O, great from Ganges to tMie golden Thame ! 
Far-ruling sovereign of this begging bail, 
Low at tliy footstool other thrones-shall f^. 
His alms to thee the whisker'd Moor convey % 
And Prussia's sturdy beggar own thy sway; 
Courts, senates — ail to Baal that bend the toie^\ 
King of the beggars, these are tieis to thee! 

But still, forgot the grandeur of thy reign, 
Descend to dutieis meaner crown» disdairi ; 
That worst excrescency of power fbrego. 
That pride of kings, Humanity's first foe. 

Let age nd longer toil with feeble strife, 
Worn by long service In the War of life ; 

.' Refers to tbe conclasion of the First Part. 

* The Mahometan Princes seem tp have a regahir system 
of begging. Nothing so common as to hear that the Dey of 
Algiers, &c. &;c. are tlUsatisAed with .their prescntt. It 
must be owned, it would be /or the Welfare of the world. If' 
Princes in general wonid adhere to the maxim, that. ' it is 
better to beg than .to steal.' 

' Tu poscis vilia reram. 

Qnamvis ferstetnilHus egentem. HOR. 
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Nor leave the head, that time hath whiten'd, bare 
To the nide insiilts of the searching air; 
Nor bid the knee, by labour harden'd, bend ; 
O thoo, the poor man's hope, the poor man's friend ! 

If, \vhen from Heav*n severer seasons fall, 

Fled from the frozen roof, and mouldering wall, 

£ach face the picture of a wuiter-day. 

More strong than Teniera' pencil could portray;— 

If then to thee resort the shivering train, 

Of cruel days, and cmel man comptom. 

Say to thy heart (remembering Him who said) 

' 'These people come from fiir, and have no bread. 

Nor leave thy venal clerk empowered to hear ; 
The voice of want is sacred to thy ear. 
He, where no fees his sordid pen invite, 
Sports with their tears, too indolent to write ; 
like the fed monkey in the fable, vain 
To hear more helpless animals complain. 

But chief thy notice shall one monster clainy 
A monster fumish'd with a human frame, 
The paristM>fficer! — ^though Verse disdain 
Terms that deform the splendour of the strain ; 
It stoops to bid thee bend the brow severe 
On the sly, pilfering, cmel overseer $ 
The shuffling farmer, faithful to no trust, 
Ruthless as rocks, insatiate as the dust ! 

When the poor hind, vrith length of years decay*dy 
Leans feebly on bis once subduing spade, 
Foigot the service of his abler days, 
His profitable toii> and honest praise^ 
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Shall this low wretch abridge his scanty bread, 
^ Tilts slave, whose. board his former labonn spread? 

^When harvest's bamiiig sons and sickening air 
*^Froni labour's nnbrac*d hand the grasp'd hook tear. 

Where shall the helpless family be fed, 

That vainly languish for a father's bread? 

See the pale mother, sank vrith grief and care. 

To the proqd farmer fearfiilly repair; 

Soon to be sent with insolence away, 

Referred to vestries, and a distant day ! 

Refen'd — to perish! — Is my verse severe? 

Unfriendly to the homan character? 

Ah ! to tins sigh of sad experience trust : 

The truth is rigid, but the tale is just. 

If in thy courts this caitiff Mrretch appear. 
Think not that patience were a virtue here.. 
His low-bom pride with honest rage control; 
Smite his hard heart, and shake his reptile soul. 

But, hapless ! oft through fear of future woe. 
And certain vengeance of the' insulting foe, 
Ofl, ere to thee the poor prefer their pray'r, 
The hist extremes of penury they bear. 

Wonldst thon then raise thy patriot office higher, 
. To something more than magistrate aspire? 
And, left each poorer, pettier cJiase behind, 
Step nobly forth, the friend of human kind ? 
The game I start courageously pursue! 
Adieu to fear ! to indolence adieu ! 
And, first, we'll range this mountain's stormy side, 
Where the rude winds the shepherd's roof deride, 
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As meet no more the wintry bhult Id bear. 

And att the wild hmtiliUes of air. 

— ^That roof have I remembered many a year; 

It onfee gave refuge to a hunted deer — 

Here, in those days, we foond an aged pair; — 

Bat Time untenants — Hah ! wfaatseeAt dioa there? 

< Horror !— By Heav^, extended on a bed ' 
Of naked fem, two human ereatnrea dead ! 
Embracing as alive ! — ^ah, no !— no life! 
Cold, breathless!' 

Tis the shepherd and his wife. 
I knew die scene, and brought thee to behold 
What speaks more strongly than the st6ry told. 
They died through want — 

* By every power I swear. 
If the wretch treads the earth, or breathes the air, 
Through whose default of do^ or design, 
These victims fell, he dies — * 

They fell by tlmie. 

< Infernal !— Mine !— by— -' ^ 

Swear on no pretence : 
A swearing Justice wants both grace and sense. 

When thy good fiitherbeld this wtdo domain. 

The voice of sorrow never monm'd in vam. 

Sooth'd by his pity, by his bounty fed, 

The sick found medicine, and the aged- bread. 

He left their interest to no parish-care, 

No bailiff iirg'd his little empire there c 

No village-tyrant starved them, or oppressed ;' 

He learnt their wants, and he those wants redreas'd. 

E'en these, unhappy f who beheld too late, * 
i^mote thy yaung heart with horror at their Skte, 
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His botinty found, and destiii*^ her^ to keep 
A small detachment of his moontaiii-she^. 
Still pleas'd to see them from the annual iaur 
2^e' unwritten history of their profits bmrtr; 
More nobly plieas^d those profits* to restore, 
And, if their fortune fiii]*d them, make it more. 
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When Nature gave her precept to remoTe 
His kindred spirit to the realmf of IfHre, > 
Aikr their anguish firora thy distant ear^ • - 

No arm to save, and no protectioh near, 
Led by the lure of unaccounted gold. 
Thy bailiff seiz'd their little flock, and sold. 

Their want contending parishes^ survey'd, 
And this disowned, and that refus'd to aid; 
A while, who should not succour them, they tried, 
And in that while the wretched victims died. 

* I'll scalp that bailiff— sacrifice.' 

In vain 
To rave at mischief, if the cause remain ! 

O days long lost to man in each degree! 

The golden days of hospitality ! 

When liberal fortunes vied vrith liberal strife 

To till the noblest offices of life; 

When Wealth was Virtue's handmaid, and her gate 

Gave a firee refuge from the wrongs of fate j 

The poor at hand their natural patrons saw, 

And lawgivers were supplements of law ! 

Lost are those days, and Fashion's boundless sway 
Has borne the guardian magistrate away. 
Save in Augimta's streets, on Gallia's shore, 
The nual patron it beheld no more. ' ' 
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No more the poor his kiod protection share, 
Unknown their wants, and unreceiv'd their pray'r. 

Yet has that Fashion, long so light and vain^ 
Refonn'd at hut, and led the moral train? 
Ha?e her gay votaries nobler worth to boast 
For Nature's love, for Nature's virtue lost? 
No — ^fled from these, the sons of fortune find 
What poor respect to wealth remains behind: 
The mock regard alone of menial slaves, 
The worshiped calves of their outwitting knaves ! 

Foregone the social, hospitable days, 

When wide vales echoed with their owner's praise. 

Of all that ancient consequence bereft, 

What has the modem Man of Fashion left? 

Does, he, perchance, to rural scenes repair. 
And ' Waste his sweetness' on the essenc'd air? 
Ah ! gently lave the feeble frame he brings. 
Ye scouring seas ; and ye sulphureous springs! 

And thou, Brighthelmstone, where no cits annoy 
(All borne to Margate, in the Margate-hoy,) 
Where, if the hasty creditor advance. 
Lies the light skiff, and ever-bailing France, 
Do tliou defend him in the dog-day suns ! 
Secure in winter ftom the rage of duns I 
While the grim catcbpole, the grim porter swear, 
One that he is, and one, he is not there, 
The tortur'd usurer, as he murmurs by, 
Eyes the Venetian blinds, and heaves a sigh. 

O, from each title folly ever took. 
Blood I Maccarone! Cicisbeo! Rook! 
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From each low passion, from each low resort. 
The thieving alley, nay the righteous court ; 
From Betty's, Almack's, Arthur's, and the nest 
Where Judah's ferrets earth with Charies unblest ; — 
From these and all the garbage of the great. 
At Honour's, Freedom's, Virtue's call — ^retreat 1 

Has the fair vale, where rest, conceal'd in flowers, 
lies in sweet ambush for thy cai^eless hours, 
The breeze, that, balmy fragrance to infuse, 
Bathes its soft wing in aromatic dews, 
The stream, to sooth thine ear, to cool thy breast. 
That mildly murmurs from its crystal rest; — 
Have these less charms to win, less power to please, 
Than haunts of rapine, harbours of disease? 

Wm no kind slumbers o'er thine eyelids creep, 
Save where the sullen watchman growls at sleep? 
Does mom no sweeter, purer breath diffiise. 
Than steams through alleys from the lungs of Jews? 
And is thy water, bent in putrid wood, 
Bethesda-like, when troubled only good? 

Is it thy passion linley's voice to hear. 
And has no mountain-lark detained thine ear? 
Song marks alone the tribes of airy wing ; 
For, trust me, man was never meant to sing : 
And aU his mimic organs e'er exprest. 
Was but an imitative howl at best. 

Is it on Garrick's attitude yon doat? 
See on tlie pointed cliff yon lordly goat ! 
like Lear's, his beard descends in gracefhl snow. 
And wHd he looks upon the wotid beh>w. 
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Superior here tlie scene in every parti ' 

Here reigns great Nature, and there little art ! 
Here let thy life aasanie a nobler plan, 
To Nature faithful, and the friend of man ! 

Unnumber'd objects ask thy honest care, 
Beside the orphan's tear, the widow's pray'r : 
Far as tl^ power can save, thy bounty bless^ 
tJnnumber'd evils call for thy redress. 

Seest thou afar yon solitary thorn. 

Whose aged limbs t^e heath's wild winds have torn t 

While.ydt to cheer the homeward shepherd's eye, 

A few 9eem straggling in the evening sky! 

Not nsiny tuns have hasten'd down the day. 

Or blushing moons immers'd in clouds their way, 

Since there a scene, that stain'd their sacred light. 

With hqrror stopp'd a felon in his fligfit j 

A babe just.bpm that signs of life exprest. 

Lay naked o'er the mother's lifeless breast. 

The pitying robber, conscious that, pursued. 

He had no time to waste, yet stood and view'd -, 

To the next cot the trembling infant bore. 

And gave a part of what he stole before ; 

Nor knpwn t». him tlie wretdies were, nor demr. 

He felt as mtui, «nd4ropp'd a human tear. . 

Far other treatment she who breathless lay, 
Found from a viler animal of prey. 

Worn with Ipng toil on many a painfiil rotcj. 
That toil mcreas'd by Nature'^ growing load. 
When evemng bsciqght the friend^ hour of rest. 
And all tlie another thrpog'd about her breast. 



THE COUNTRY JUSTICE. 135 

The roffian officer opposed her stay, 
And, cruel, bore her in her pangs, away. 
So iar beyond the town's last limits drove. 
That to return were hopeless, had she strove. 
Abandoned there — with famine, paui, and cold. 
And anguish, she expired — the rest Tve told. 

* Now let me swear — ^For, by my soul's last sigh. 
That thief shall live, that overseer shall die.' 

Too late ! — His life the generous robber paid. 
Lost by that pity which his steps delay'd ! 
No soul-discerning Mansfield sat to hear. 
No Hertford bore his prayer to mercy's ear; 
No liberal justice first assign'd the gaol, 
Or nrg'd, as Camplin would have uig'd, his tale. 

The living object of thy honest rage, 
Old in parochial crimes, and steel'd with age, 
The grave churchwarden 1 unabash'd he bears 
HTeekly to church his book of wicked prayers ;. 
And pours, with all the bkuphemy of praise. 
His creepmg sool in Stemhold's creeping lays ! 
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O, No ! Sir John ' — ^the Miise*8 gentle art 
lives not to blemish, bnt to mend the heart. 
^Whtle Gay's brave robber grieves lis for his fiite> 
We hold the harpies of his life in hate. 
Ingenuons youth, by Nature's voice addrest, 
Finds not the hairden'd, but the feeling breast; 
Can form no wish the dire effects to prove 
Of lawlQM valour, or of venal love, 
Approves the fondness of the ikith^l maid. 
And roooms a generous passion unrepaid. . 

Yet would I praise the pious zeal that saves 
Imperial London from her world of knaves ; 
Yet would I count it no inglorious strife 
To scourge the pests of property and life. 

Come then, long skill'd m theft's illusive ways, 
liord of the clue that thrids her mighty maze ! 
Together let us beat all Giles's fielcU, [yields, 

Try what the night-house, what the round-house 
Hang when we must, be candid when we please, 
Bnt leave no bawd, unlicensed, at her ease. 

■ Sir John Fielding presided at tbe Bow Street Poliot 
O0ce. 
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Say first, of thieves abore, or thieves below, 
Wliat can we order till their hamits we know? 
Far from St. James's let your Nimrods stray. 
But stop and call at Stephen's in their way. 
That ancient victualler, we've been told, of kite. 
Has kept bad hours, enconrag'd bi^ debate; 
That those without still pelting those within. 
Have stnnn'd the peaceful neighbours with their din ^ 
That if yon close his private walls invest, 
Tb odds, yon meet with some unruly guest — 
Crood Lord, Sir John, how would the people stare, 
To sefe the present and the late Lord May< 
Bbw to the majesty of Bow-street chair! 
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Illnstilons chiefs! can I your haunts pass by, 

Noi* give my long-lov'd Liberty a sigh? 

That heavenly plant which long nnblemidf d hleWf 

Dishonour'd only, only hurt by yon ? 

Dishonbur'd, when with harden'd front you daim 

To deeds of darkness her diviner name ! 

For you grim Licence strove with hydra breath 

To spread the blasts of pestilence and death : 

Here for poor vice, for dark ambition there 

She scattered poison through the social air. 

Yet here in vain — Oh, had her toil been vain, 
Wheta with black wing slie swept the western niaiB > 
When with low labour, and insidious art. 
She tore a daughter from her parent's heart! 

Oh, Patriots, ever patriots out of place. 
Fair Hoinour's foil, and Liberty's disgrace! 

' This was written al>OBt the year ITt6. 
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With spleen I see yoor Yn\d ilhiwoiis iproad 
Thrangh the long region of a land misled ; 
S€e Cmnmerce sink, see Cultivation's charms 
Lost in the rage of anarchy and aims! 

And thon, O Chatham, once a nation's pride. 
Borne on the brightest wave of glory's tide ! 
Hast thou the parent spurn'd, the erring child 
With prospects vain to rain's arms begnil'd? 
Hast thoa l;^e plans of dire defection piais'd 
For the poor pleasare of a statne mis'd? 

Oh, Patriots, ever patriots ont of place. 

From Charles quite graceless, up to Grafton's grace ! 

Where forty-five once mark'd the dirty door, 
And the clyiin'd kn^ ^ invites the paltry whore j 
Though far, methinks, the choicest guests are fled. 
And Wilkesand Qumpl^rey number'd with the dead, 
Wilkes, who in death would friendship's vows fiilfil. 
True to his cause, and, dines with Humphrey still — 
Where sculks each ds^k, where, rooms each despe- 
rate wighty 
Owls of the day and vultures of the night, — 
Shall we, O Knight, with cruel pains, explore. 
Clear these low walks, and think the business o'er? 
No— mucli, alas! for you, for me remains. 
Where Justice sleeps, and Depredation reigns. 

Wrapt in kind darkness, you no spleen betray 
When the gilt Nabob lacqueys all the way , 
Harmless to yoii bis towers, his forests rise, 
I'hat swell with anguish my indignant eyes; 

* Clniiicd to the table, to preveot depRdstkmt. 
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While in those towers rai^d Tillages I see^ 
And tears of orphans watering every tree. 
Are these mock-mins that invade my view? 
These are the entrails of the poor Gentoo. 
That column's trophied base bis bones supply ; 
That lake the tears that swelFd his sable eye ! 
Let here, O Knight, their steps terrific steer 
Thy hue and cry, and loose thy Uoodhonnds here. 

Oh, Mercy, throned on his eternal breast, 

Who breath'd the savage waters into rest ; 

By each soft pleasure that thy bosom smote. 

When first creation started iVom his thought ; 

By each warm tear that melted o'er thine eye. 

When on his works was written * These must die !' 

If secret slaughter yet, nor cruel war. 

Have from these mortal regions forc'd thee fiu* ; 

Still to oar follies, to oar fhulties blind. 

Oh, stretch thy healmg wings Q'er human kind! 

— ^For them I ask not, hostile to thy sway. 

Who calmly on a brother's vitals prey ; 

For them I plead not, who, in blood embmed. 

Have every softer sentiment subdued. 

Yet, gentle power, thy absence I bewail. 
When seen the dank, dark regions of a gaol; 
When found alike in chains and night enclos'd. 
The thief detected, and the thief suppos'd ! 
Sure, the fair light and the salubrious air 
Each yet-9U8pected prisoner might share. 
— ^To lie to languish in some dreary cell. 
Some loathed hold, where guilt and horror dvpell. 
Ere yet the truth of seeming fiicts be tried. 
Ere yet their country's saored voice decide. 
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BriUun, behold thy citizens eiEpoi^dy 

And \>liish to think the gothic afge nndot'd ! 

Ofay more than Goths, who yet decline to raie 
Hut pest of James's puritanic days. 
The savage law ^ that barbaroosly ordains 
FwrfemaU xkriue 2mI afeUm*8 pmns !•— 
]>ooms the poor maiden, as her &te severey 
To toil and chains a long-endnring year. 

The* mmatnial monarch, to the sex unkind, 
An owl obscene, in learning's sanshme blhid! 
Councils of pathics, cabinets of tools, 
Penches of knaves, and parliaments of fools I 
Fanatic fools, that, in those twilight times. 
With wild religion cloak'd the worst of crimes ! — 
Hope we from such a crew, in such a reign, 
For equal laws, or policy humane ? 

Here, then, O Justice, thy own power forbear ; 
The sole protector of the* unpitied lair. 
Though long intreat the ruthless overseer : 
Cliough the loud vestiy tease thy torturVI ear ; 
Though all to acts, to precedents appeal ; 
Mute be thy pen, and vacant rest thy sesJ. 

Yet Shalt thou know, nor is the difierence mce. 
The casual fall fix>m impudence of vice. 
Abandoned guilt by active laws restram. 

But pause ^if Virtue's slightest spark remain. 

Left to the shameless hsh, the hardenmg gaol. 
The filrest thoughts of modesty would fiifl. 
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The down-cast eye, the tear that flows amaiii^ 
As if to ask her umocence agmn ; 
The plaintiye babe, that slimibermg seem'd to lie 
On her soft breast, and wakes at the heav'd sigli ; 
The cheek that weto the beanteons robe of shame ; 
How loth they leave a gentle breast to Mame ! 

Here, then, O Justice, thy own power forbear; — 
Hie sole protector of the' unpitied Mr ! 



END OF VOL. I. 
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LE SOCIABLE. 

^ PARTLY IN THE MANNER OF MILTON. 



rJ ENCE, gloomy Spleen, and sallen Care, 
Of black-stord Ni^t and horrid Hydra bora! 

That lead the feet forlorn 
All through the raeftd regions of despair. 

4 Hence to the dark and dire abode. 
Where FoUy mourns in Superstition's chain. 

And priests, devoutly vain, 
Forsake each virtue to adore their God. 

Nor yet, ye deep immured cells, - 
Nor yet, ye dim glooms, ought have ye to please^ 

Where oft the mind's disease. 
Beating her lorn breast, mehincholy, dwells. 

Far from these I fly to thee, 
Blithe-ey'd nymph. Society! 
Id tliy dwelling, free and fair. 
Converse smooths the brow of Care. 
Who, when waggish Wit betray'd 
To his arms a silvan maid. 
All beneatli a myrtle tree, 
In some vale of Arcady, 
Sprung, I ween, from such embrace. 
The lovely contrast in her face. 
Perchance the Mnses, as they stray'd 
Seeking other spring, or shade. 
On the sweet child cast an eye, 
In some vale of Arcady, 
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Andy blithest oCthe sisters tliree, 

Gave her to Enphrosine. 

The Grace, delighted, taught her care, 

The cordial smile, the placid air ; 

How to chase, and how restrain 

All the fleet ideal train. 

How with apt words, well combin*d, 

To shew each image of the mind; 

Tanght her how they disagree, ^ 

Aokward fear, and modesty, > 

And freedom and rosticity ; y 

True politeness when to know 

From the svperficial show, 

From the coxcomb^s shallow grace, 

And the many-modell'd face ; 

That Nature's unaffected ease 

More than stady'd forms would please ; 

When to check the sportive vein, 

When to fancy give the rein; 

On the subject when to be 

Grave or gay, reserv'd or free ; 

The speaking air, th' impassioned eye. 

The living soul of symmetry. 

And that soft sympathy that binds 

In hidden cliains congenial minds. 

Memory, mother of the Nine, , 

Led her oft to Learning's shrine ; 
And taught her from the treasured page 
To cull the fiowei-8 of ev'ry age. 
Come, gentle herald of the heart! 
Fraught with every pleasing art, 
On Hackthom's silent shades awhile, 
Sweet queen of parley ! deign to smile> 
For thee an hour I well cou'd spare, 
Stol'n from solitude and care. 
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THERE is somethinc romantic in the story of the follow, 
ing Poem ; but tbe Author has his reasons for believing that 
there is something likewibe authentic On the simpte cir- 
cumstances of the ancient narrative, from which he first 
lM>rrowed his idea, those reasons are principally foanded. 
and they are supported by others, with which, in a work of 
tills kind, to troable his readers would be superfinuns. 



On Carron's side the primrose pale. 
Why does it wear a pnrple hue ? 

Ye maideiM fiiir of Marlivale, 
Why stream your eyes with Pity's dew? 

1^ all with gentle Owen's blood 
That purple grows the primrose pale ; 

That Pity pours the tender flood 
Prom each (air eye in Marlivale. 

The evening star sate in his eye, 
llie sun his golden tresses gave. 

The north's pure mom her orient dye. 
To him who rests in yonder grave ! 

Beneath no hi^, lustoric stone, 
Though nobly bom, is Owen laid, 

Stretch'd on the green wood's lap alone, 
He sleeps beneath the waving shade. 

There many a Bowery race hath sprung^ 
And iled before the mountain gale. 

Since first his simple dirge ye sung; 
Ye maidens fair of Marlivale ! 
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Yet still, when May with fragnmt feet 
Hath wandefd o'er yoor meads of gold. 

That dirge I hear so simply sweet 
Far echded from each eveoiDg fold. 

II. 

'Twas in the pride of William's ' day, 
When Scotland's honours flonrish'd stiiJ, 

That Moray's earl, with mighty sway. 
Bore rule o'er many a Highland hill. 

And far for him their fniittbl store^ 

The fairer plains of Carron spread; 
In fortune rich, in oil^prin'g pobr, 

An only daughter Crowned his bed. 

Oh ! write not poor — ^the wealth that flowk 
In waves of gold round India's throne, 

All in her shining breast that glows, 
To Ellen's* charms, were earth and stone« 

For her the youth of Scotland sighed. 
The Frenchman gay, the Spaniard grave, 

And smoother Italy applied, 
And many an English baron brave.' 

In vain by foreign arts assail'd. 

No foreign loves her breast beguile, 
And England's honest valour fail'd, 

Paid with a cofd, but courteous smile* 

» WlUiam the Lion, King of Scotland. 

K ! '^^^}^^y ?"«n. only dao^hler of John Eart of Morav 
betrothed to the Earl of Nithisdale, and ^ttermm to tlT. 
Earl ^rnard, was esteemed one of the finest women ia En- 
rope, Insomuch that she had several suitors and admirers 
from foreign courts. . 
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* Ah ! woe to thee, young Nithiadale, 

That o*er thy cheek those roses stray'd ', 
Thy breath, the violet of the vale. 
Thy voice, the masic of the shade ! 

* Ah ! woe to thee, that Ellen's love 

Alone to thy soft tale would yield ! 
For soon those gentle arms shall prove 
The conflict of a ruder field.' 

'Twas thns a wayward sister spoke. 

And cast a rneful glance behind, 
As from her dim wood-glen she broke. 

And mounted on the moaning wind. 

She spoke and vanished— more unmov'd 
Than Moray's rocks, when storms invest, 

The valiant youth by Ellen lov'd 
With aught that fear, or fate suggest 

For Love, methinks, hath power to rabe 

The soul beyond a vulgar state ; 
The' unconquei^d banners he displays 

Control our fears, and fix our &te. 

III. 

Twas when, on summer's softest eve. 
Of clouds that wander'd west away. 

Twilight with gentle hand did weave 
Her fairy robe of night and day. 

When all the mountain gales were still, 
And the wave slept against the shore, 

And the sun, sunk beneath the hill. 
Left his last smile on Lemmermore ' : 

s A chain of monntiiDS raoaiiig tbroogh Scotlaad from 
east to wett. 
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Jjtd by those waking dreams of thonght 
That warm the yonng nnpractis'd breast. 

Her wonted bower sweet Ellen sooght, [rest. 

And Carron marmnr'd near, and soothed her into 

IV. 

There is some kind and courtly sprite 
That o*er the realm of Fancy reigns, 

Throws sunshine on the mask of night, 
And smiles at Slumber's powerless chains : 

"Tis told, and I believe the tale, 
At this soft honr that sprite was there, 

And spread with fairer flowers the vale, 
And (iird with sweeter sounds the air. 

A bower he fram'd (for he could irame 
What long might weary mortal wight ; 

Swift as the lightning's rapid flame 
Darts on the unsuspecting sight :) 

Sndi bower he fram'd with magic hand, 
As well that wizard bard hath wove, 

Tn scenes where fair Armida's wand 
Wav'd all the witcheries of love. 

Yet it was wrought in sunple show ; 

Nor Indian mines nor orient shores 
Had lent their glories here to glow, 

Or yielded here their shining stores. 

All round a poplar's trembling arms 
The wild-rose wound her damask flower ; 

The woodbine lent her spicy charms, 
That loves to weave the lover's bower. 

The ash, that courts the moontain-air. 

In all her painted blooms array'd, 
The wilding's blossom blushing fliir, 

Combin'd to form the flowery shade. 
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With thyme that loves the brown hill*^ breast. 

The cowslip's sweet reclining head, 
The violet of sky-woven vest, 

Was all the (airy ground bespread. 

Bat, who is be, whose locks so fair 

Adown his manly shoulders flow? 
Beside him lies the hunter's spear. 

Beside him sleeps the warrior's bow. 

He bends to Ellen — (gentle sprite. 

Thy sweet seductive arts forbear) 
He courts her arms with fond delight. 

And instant vanishes in air. 

V. 

Hast thou BAi Ibaod at early dawn 

Some soft ideas melt away. 
If o'er sweet vale, or flowery lawn, 

Tbe sprite of dreams hath bid thee stray? 

Hast thou not some fair obfect seen. 
And, when the fleeting form was past, 

Still on thy memory found its mien, 
And felt the fond idea last? 

Thou hast — and oft the pictured view. 

Seen in some vision counted vain. 
Has struck thy wondering eye anew. 

And brought the long-lost dream again. 

With warrior-bow, with hunter's spear, 
With locks adown his shoulder spread. 

Young Nitliisdale is ranging near — 
He's ranging near yon mountain's head. 

Scarce had one pale moon pass'd away, 

And fill'd her silver urn again. 
When in the devious chase to stray, 

Aiar from all his woodland traiq, 
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To Carron's banks bis fate consign'dy 
Andy all to shun the fervid hour, 

He sought some friendly shade, to find. 
And found the visiooary bower. 

Led by the golden star of Love, 
Sweet Ellen took her wqnted way, 

And in the deep^efending grove 
Sought refuge from the fervid day — 

Oh ! — Who is be whose ringlets fair 
Disordered o'er his green vest flow, 

Reclin'd in rest — whose sunny hair ^ 
Half hides the fiiir cheek's ardent glow ? 

Tis he, that sprite's illusive gnest, 
(Ah me ! that sprites can &te control !) 

That lives still imag'd on her breast. 
That lives still pictured in her sonl. 

As when some gentle spirit fled 
From earth to breathe elysian air. 

And, in the train whom we call dead. 
Perceives its Iong-lov*d partner there ; 

Soft, sudden pteasnre ^rushes <^'er, 

Resistless, o*er it^ airy frame^ 
To find its future &<ie restore 

The oliject of its former flame. 

So Ellen stood^less power to move 
Had he, who> bound in Slumber's chain, 

Seem'd haply, o'er his hills to rove, 
And wind his woodland chase agam. 

She stood, but treml^d — mingled fear, 
And fond delight, and melting love, 

Seiz'd all her soul ; she came not near, 
She came not near that fated grove. - 
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•She strives to fly — from wizard's wand 
As well might powerless captive fly — 

Hie new-cropt flower falls from her hand"— 
Ab ! faU not with that flower to die ! 

VII. 

Hast thoa not seen some azure gleam 

Smile in the morning's orient eye, 
And skirt the reddening Clood's soft beam 

What time the sua was hasting nigh? 

Thoa hast — and thon canst fancy well 

As any Masc that meets thine ear, 
Hie soul-set eye of Nithisdale, 

When wak'd, H fix'd on Ellen near. 

Silent they gaz'd — that silence broke ; 

* Hail goddess of these groveS) (he cried), 
O let me wear thy gentle yoke 1 

O let me in thy service bide t 

< For thee 111 climb the mountain steep, 

Unwearied chase the destined prey ; 
For thee I'll pierce the wild-wood deep. 

And part the sprays that vex thy way ; 

* For thee' — * O stranger, cease, (she said), 

And swift away, like Daphne, flew ; 
But Daphne's flight was not delay'd 

By aught that to her bosom grew. 

'Twas Atahinta's golden fruit. 

The fond idea that oonfin'd 
Fair Ellen's steps, and bless'd his suit. 

Who was. not for^ not far behind. 
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VIII. 

O Love ! within those golden vales, 
Those genial airs where thon wast bom; 

Where Nature, listening thy soft tales. 
Leans on the rosy breast of Morn : 

Where the sweet Smiles, the Graces dwell. 
And tender sighs the heart remove, 

In silent eloqaejice to tell 
Thy tale, O soul-subduing Love ! 

Ah ! wherefore should grim Rage be nigh. 
And dark Dbtrust, with changeful face, 

And Jealousy's reverted eye 
Be near thy fair, thy favonr*d place? 

IX. 

Earl Barnard was of high< degree. 
And lord of many a lowland hind ; 

And long for Ellen love had he. 
Had love, but not of gentle kind. 

From Moray's halls her absent hour 
He watch'd with all a miser's care ; 

The wide domain, the princely dower 
Made Ellen more than Ellen fair. . 

Ah, wretch ! to think the liberal soul 
May thus with iair affection part! 

Though Lothian's vales thy sway control. 
Know, Lothian is not worth one heart. 

Studious he marks her absent hour. 
And, winding fiir where Carron tlowi. 

Sudden he sees the iated bower, 
And red rage on his dark brow glows. 
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For wbo is hef-^-Tte Nithisdale ! 

And that £iir form with arm reclio'd 
On his?— -ms Ellen of the vale, 

Tis she (O powers of vengeance !) kind. 

Should he that vengeance swift pursue ? 

No — ithat would all his hopes destroy ; 
Moray would vanish from his view. 

And rob him of a miser's joy. 

Unseen to Moray's halb he hies — 

He calls his slaves, his ruffian band, 
And, ' Haste to yonder groves, (he cries) 

And ambush'd lie by Carron's strand. 

* Wliat time ye mark from bower or glen 

A gentle lady take her way, 
To distance due, and far from ken. 
Allow her length of time to stray ; 

* Then ransack straight that range of groves :— 

With hunter's spear, and vest of green, 
If chance, a rosy stripling roves, — 
Ye well can aim your arrows keen.' 

And now the ruffian slaves are nigh. 
And Ellen takes hef homeward way : 

Though sta/d by many a tender sigh, 
She can no longer, longer stay. 

Pensive, against yon poplar pale 

The lover leans his gentle heart, 
Revolving many a tender tale, 

And wondering still how they could part. 

Three arrows pierc'd the desert air. 

Ere yet his tender dreams depart ; 
And one struck deep his forehead fair, 

And one went through his gentle heart* 
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Love*A waking dream is lost in sleqp^ 
He lies beneath yon poplar pale ; 

Ah ! could we marvel ye sfionkl weep ; 
Ye maidens ^ir of Majrlivale ! 

X. 

When all the mountain gales were still. 
And the wave slept against the shore. 

And the son, sunk beneath the bill. 
Left his last smile on Lemmermore; 

Sweet Ellen takes her wonted way 
Along the fairy-fealur'd vale : 

Bright o*er his wave does Carron play, 
And soon shell meet her Nithisdale. 

She'll meet him soon— for at her sight 
Swift as the monntain deer he sped ; 

llie evening shades will mk in night, — 
^here art thou, ioitering lover, fled? 

O ! she will chide thy trifling stay, 
E'en now the soft reproach she frames : 

' Can lovers brook such long delay? 
Lovers that boast of ardent flames!' 

He comes not — weary with the chase, 
Soft Slumber o'er his eyelids throws 

Her veil — vre*l\ steal one dear embrace. 
We'll gently steal on .his repose. 

This is the bower— we'll softly, tread- 
He sleeps beneath yen poplar 

Lover, if e'er, thy heart has:bled. 
Thy hetlrt will fiur forego waj tale | 
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XX. 

Ellen is not in princely bower, 

Sbe's not in Moray's splendid train ; 

Their mistress dear, at midnight boor, 
Her weeping maidens seek in vain* 

Her pillow swells not deep with down ; 

For her no balms their sweets exhale : 
Her limbs are on the pale tdrf thrown) 

Press'd by her lovely cheek as pale. 

On that fair cheek, that flowing hsiir, 
The broom its yellow leaf hath shed, 

And the chill moantain*s early air 
Blows wildly o'er her beauteous head. 

As the soft star of orient day. 

When cloods involve his rosy light, 
Darts through the gloom a transient ray. 

And leaves the world once more to night ^ 

Returning life illumes her eye, 
• And slow its languid. orb n^lds^-< 
What are those bloody arrow)^ nigh P 
Sure, bloody arrows she )>ehQlds { 

What was that form so ghastly paid, 
That low beneath the poplar lay ?-^ 

< Twas some poor youth — Ah, Nithnidale !' 
She said, and silent sunk away. 

XIL 

The mom is on the mountains spread, 
The woodlark trills his^lquid strain^^ 

Can mom's sweet ran^ r«use the detid ? 
Give the set eye its sotii again? 
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A shepherd of that gentler mind 
\Fhich Nature not profusely yields^ 

Seeks in these lonely shades to find 
Some vranderer from his little fields. 

Aghast he stands — and simple fear 
O'er all his paly visage glides — 

' Ah me f what means this misery here? 
What fate this lady fair betides?* 

He bears her to his friendly home. 
When life, he finds, has but retir'd ; — 

With haste he frames the lover*s tomb, 
For his is quite, is quite expired ! 

XIII. 

' O hide me in thy humble bower/ 
(Returning late to life she said ;) 

* ril bind thy crook with many a flower ^ 

With many a rosy wreath thy head. 

< Good shepherd, haste to yonder grove, 

And, if my love asleep is laid. 
Oh ! iivake him not ; but softly move 
Some pillow to that gentle head. 

< Sure, thou wilt know him, shepherd swain. 

Thou know'st the sun rise o*er the sea—-- 
But oh ! no lamb in all thy train 
Was e'er so mild, so mild as he.' 

* His head is on the wood-moss laid ; 

I did not wake his slumber deep— 
Sweet sings the redbreast o'er the shade — 
Why, gentle lady, would you weep r' 

As flowers that fade in burning day. 

At evening find the dew-drop dear, 
But fierce feel the noontide ray, 
^ When sQften*d by th« lightly tear; 
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KetnnuDg in the flowing tear, 

This lovely flower, more sweet than they, 
Fonnd her fair sonl, and, wandering near, 

The stranger. Reason, cross'd her way. 

Fonnd her fiur sool — ^Ah ! so to And 
Was but more dreadful grief to know ! 

Ah ! sure, the privilege of mind 
Can not be worth the wish of woe. 

XIV. 

On Melancholy's silent urn 

A softer shade of sorrow lalla, 
But EUen can no more return. 

No more return to Moray's halls. 

Beneath the low and lonely shade 
The slow-consuming hour she'll weep, 

Till Nature seeks her lasMeft aid. 
In the sad, sombroos arms of sleep. 

* These jewels, all nnmeet for me, 

Shalt thou (she said) good shepherd, take ; 
These gems will purchase gold for thee, 
And these be thine for Ellen's sake. 

* So fiiil thou not, at eve and mom, 

The rosemary's pale bongfa to bring — 
Thou know'st where I was found forlorn — 
Where thou hast heard the redbreast sing. 

* Heedful I'll tend thy flocks the while. 

Or aid thy shepherdess's care, 
For I will share her humble toil, . 
And I her iiriendly roof will share.' 
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XV. 

And now two longsome years are past 

In luxury of lonely pain — , 
The lovely mourner, found at last,* 

To Moray's halls is borne again. 

Yet has she left one object dear, 
That wears Love's sunny eye of joy-^ 

Is Nithisdale reviving here ? 
Or is it bat a shepherd's boy ? 

By Carron's side, a shepherd's boy. 
He binds his vale-flowen with the reed ; 

He wears Love's sonny eye of joy, 
And birth he little seems to heed. 

XVI. 

Bat ah ! no more his miimt sl^ep 

Closes beneath ^ mother's smiley 
Who, only when it clos'd, would weep, *• 

And yield to tender woe the while- 
No more, with fond attention dear. 

She seeks the' unspoken wish to find ; 
No more shall she, with pleasure's tear, 

See the soul waxing into mind. 

XVIL 

Does Nature bear a tyrant's breast P 
Is she tlie fijend of stem control ? 

Wears she the despot's purple vest? 
Or fetters she the free-bom soul ? 

Where, worst of tyrants, is thy chriiti 
In chains thy children's breasts to bind ? 

Oav'st thou the Promethean flame ? 
The incommunicabie mind? 




:^ 
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. Thy ofiBpiing are great Nature's,— ffec. 
And of her &ir dominion heirs : 
Each privilege she gives to thee ; 
Know, that each privii^e is theirs. 

They have thy feature, wear thine eye, 
Perhaps some feelings of thy heart ; 
And wilt thou their lov'd hearts deny 
' To act their fair, their proper part P 

xvni. 

The lord of Lothian's fertile vale 

IU-&ted EUen, claims thy hand ; 
Thou know'st not that thy Nithisdale 
v Was low laid by his ruffian-band : 

And Moray, with nnfktherkl eyes, 
Fix,'d on fidr Lothian's fertile dale, . 

Attends his human sacrifice. 

Without the Grecian painter's veil. 

O mairied Love 1 thy bard shall own. 

Where two congenial souls unite, 
*Thy golden chain inlaid vrith down^ 

Thy lamp with Heaven's own splendor bright* 

But if no radiant star of love, 

O Hymen I smile on thy fair rite, 
Thy chain a wretched weight shall prove, 

'fhy lamp a sad. sepulchral light. 

XIX. 

And now has Time's slow wandering wing 
Borne many a year unmark'd with speedp-p 

Where is the boy by Carron's spring, ' 
Who bound his vale-dowers with the reed t 

VOL. II. c 
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Ah me ! those flowers he binds no more ; 

No early charm returns again ; 
The parent, Nature, keeps in store 

Her best joys for her little train. 

No longer heed the sun-beain bright 
That plays on Carron's breast he can, 

Reason has lent ber quivering light^ 
And shown the cheqner'd field of man. 

XX. 

As the first human heir of earth 
With pensive eye himself surveyed, 

And, all unconscious of his birth. 
Sat thooghtiul oft in Eden's shade ; 

In pensive thought so Owen strayed 
Wild Carron's lonely woods among. 

And once, within their greenest glade. 
He fondly fram'd this simple song : 

XXI. 

' VHxy is this crook adorned with gold? 
Why am I tales of ladies told ? 
Why does no labour me employ. 
If I am but a shepherd's boy ? 

* A silken vest like mine so green 
In shepherd's hut I have not seei>-7- 
Why should I in such vesture joy, 
If I am but a shepherd's boy ? 

' I know it is no shepherd's art 
His written meaning to impart-— 
They teach me, sure, an idle toy. 
If I am but a sh^herd's boy. 
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' This bracelet bright that binds my arm — 
It could not come from shepherd's farm ; 
It only would that arm annoy, 
If I were but a shepherd's boy. 

' And, O thou silent picture (air ! 
That lov'st to smile upon me there, 
O say, and fill my heart with joy, 
That I am not a shepherd's boy.' 

XXIL 

Ah, lovely youth ! thy tender lay 

May not thy gentle life prolong: 
See'st thou yon nightingale a prey ? 

The fierce hawk kovering o'er his song? 

Wb litde heart is large wiHi love : 

He sweetly haib his evening star. 
And Fate's more pointed arrows Diove» 

Insidious, firom his eye afiur. 

XXIIL 

^The shepherdess, whose kindly care 
* Had WBtch'd o'er Owen's mfant breath, 
Must now theur silent mansions share, 
Whom Time leads calmly down to Death : 

^ O tell me, parent if thou art, 

What is this lovely picture dear? 
|Vhy wounds its moufniul eye my heart, 

Why flows from mine the' unbidden tear?'-' 

f Ah ! youth ! to leave thee loth am I, 

Thougb I be not thy parent dear ; 
And wonld'st thou wish, or ere I die, 

The sCoiy of thy birth to- hear? 
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' But it wiU make thee mnch bewail, 
Aod it will make thy fair eye swell' — 

She said, and told the woesome tale. 
As sooth as shepherdess might tell. 

XXIV. 

The heart that, sorrow doom'd to siiare, 
Has woni the freqnent seal ctf woe. 

Its sad impressions learns to bear, 
And finds, full oft, its min slow : 

Bat when that seal is first imprest. 
When the yonng heart its pain shall try, 

From the soft, yielding, trembling breast. 
Oft seems the started soul to fiy. 

Yet fled not Owen's — ^wild amaze 
In paleness cloth*d, and lifted hands. 

And horror's dread, unmeaning gaze, 
Mark the poor statue, as it stands. 

The simple guardian of his life 
Look'd wistftil for the tear to glide ; 

But, when she saw his tearless strife. 
Silent, she lent him one, — and died. 

XXV. 

No, I am not a shepherd's boy,' 
Awaking from his dream, he said, 
* Ah ! where is now the promis'd joy 
Of this B— for ever, ever fled ! 

' O picture dear!— for her lov'd sake 
How fondly could my heart bewail 1 

My friendly shepherdess, O wake, 
And tell me mdn of this sad tale. 
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< O tell me more of this sad tale-— 

No ; thou enjoy thy gentle sleep ! 
And I will go to Lothian's vale, 
And more than all her waters weep.' 

XXVI. 

Owen to Lothian's vale is fled— 
Earl Barnard's lofty towers appear — 

< O ! art thou there ;' the fall heart said, 

' O ! art thou there, my parent dear?' 

Yes, she is there: from idle state 
Oft has she stole her hour to weep -, 

Think how she ' by thy cradle sate,' 
And how she * fondly saw thee sleeps.' 

Now tries his trembling hand to frame 

Full many a tender line of love ; 
And still he blots the parent's name. 

For that, he fears, might fatal prove. 

XXVIL 

0*er a fair fountain's smiling side 
Reclin'd a dim tower, clad with moss, 
^ Where every bird was wont to bide. 
That hinguish'd for its partner's loss : 

This scene he chose, this scene assign'd 

A parent's first embrace to wait, 
And many a soft fear fill'd his mind. 

Anxious for his fond letter's fate. 

The hand that bore those lines of love, 
The well-informing bracelet bore — 

Ah 1 may they not unprosperous prove ! 
Ah ! safely pass yon dai^erous door ! 

> 8<e the ancieat Scottish ballad, called Gill Morrice. 
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xxvra. 

* She conies not; — can she then delay P 

Cried the fair youth, and dropt a tear — 

* Whatever filial love conld say, 

To her I said, and call'd her dear. 

'She conies — Oh! no^encurled round 
Tis some rude chief with many a spear : 

My hapless tale that earl has found — 
Ah me ! my heart ! — for her I fear.' 

His tender tale that earl had read, 
Or ere it reached his lady's eye, 

His dark brow wears a cloud of red, 
In rage he deems a rival nigh. 

XXIX. 

Tis o'er — those locks that wav'd in gold. 
That wav'd adown those cheeks so fair,, 

Wreath'd in the gloomy tyrant's hold, 
Hang from the sever'd head in air ; 

That streaming head he joys to bear 
In horrid guise to Lothian's halls ; 

Bids his grim ruffians place it there, 
Erect upon the frowning walls. 

The fetal tokens forth he drew — 
' Know'st thou these — Ellen of the vale P 

The pictured bracelet soon she knew. 
And soon her lovely cheek grew pale. — 

The trembling victim straight he led. 
Ere yet her soul's first fear was o'er: 

He pointed to the ghastly head — 
She saw — ^and sunk, to rise no more* 
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la niton scait ^ne e*nt nn soofe, 

Mais ell« en saisit ies doneenrs : 

Bile a besoiii de ces fantomes, 

Presqne tons Ies plaisira des bommes 

Me soot qne de douees errean. ORESSBT. 
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Children of Fancy, whither are ye fled ? 

Where have ye borne those hope-enliven'd hoursy * 
That once with myrtle garlands bonnd my head, ^ 
* That once bestrew'd my vernal path with flowen ? 

In yon fiiir vale, where blooms the beechen grove. 
Where winds the slow wave through the flowery 
plain, 

To these fond arms you ledCthe tyrant, Love, 
With Fear and Hope and Folly in his train. 

My lyre, that, left at careless distance, hung 
light on some pale branch of the osier shade. 

To lays of amorons blandishment you strung. 
And o*er my sleep the lulling music play'd : 
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* Rest, gentle youth ! while on the quiveriiig breen 

Slides to thine ear this softly-breathing strain ; 
Sounds that'move smoother than the stqps of Ease, 
And pour oblivion in the ear of Pain. 

* In tliis &ir vaTe eternal Spring shall smile. 

And Time nnenvioos erown each roseate hour ; 
Eternal Joy shall every care beguile, 
Breathe in each gale, and bloom in every flower. 

' This silver stream, that down its crystal way 
Frequent has led thy musing steps along. 

Shall, still the same, in sonny mazes play, 
And with its murmurs melodise thy song. 

' Unlading green shall these £ur groves adorn ; 

Those living meads immortal flowers unfold ; 
In rosy smiles shall rise each blushing mom, 

And every evening close in doads of gold. 

* The tender Loves that watch tliy slumbering rest. 

And round thee flowers and balmy myrtles strew, 
Shall charm, through all approaching life, thy breast, 
With joys for ever pure, for ever new. 

' The genial power that speeds the golden dart, ) 
Each charm of tender passion shall inspire ; 

IVith fond affection till the mutual heart. 
And feed the flame of ever-young dei^. 

* Come, gentle Loves ! your myrtle garlands bring ; 

The smiling bower with clnster'd roses spread -, 
Come, gentle airs I with incense-dropping wing 
The breathing sweets of vernal odour shed. 

* Hark, as the strains of swelling music rise, 

How the notes vibrate on the favouring gale ! 
Auspicions glories beam along the skies, 
And powers unseen the happy moments hail I 
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^ £G8tatie hours I so eyery distant day 

Like this serene on downy wings shall move ; 

Rise crown'd with joys that triumph o*er decay. 
The fiuthfnl joys of Fancy and of Love.' 
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Amd were they vain, those soothing kiys ye sung? 

Children of Fancy! yes, your song was vain ; 
On each soft air though rapt Attention hung, 

And Silence listen'd on the sleeping plain. 

The strains yet vibrate on my ravish'd ear. 
And still to smile the mimic beauties seem, 

Though now the visionaiy scenes appear 
Like the faint traces of a vanish'd dream. 

Mirror of life ! the glories thus depart 

Of all that Youth and Love and Fancy frame, 

When painful Anguish speeds the piercing dai*t, 
Or Envy blasts the blooming flowers of Fame. 

Nurse of wild wishes, and of fond desires, 
The prophetess of Fortune, false and vain, 

To scenes where Peace in Ruin's arms expires 
Fallacious Hope deludes her hapless train. 

' Go, Siren, go — thy charms on others try ; 

My beaten bark at length has reach'd the shore: 
Yet on the rock my dropping garments lie; 

And let me perish, if I trust thee more. 

Come, gentle Quiet! long-neglected ifiaid! 

O come, and lead me to thy mossy cell ; 
There unregarded in the peaceful shade, 

With calm Repose and Silence let me dwell. 
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Come happier hovts of sweet imanxioqs renty 
When aH the struggliiig panioiis shall solwicle ; 

When Peace shall ctosp me to her plmny breaaty . 
And smooth my silent minutes as they ^de. 

But chief, thou goddess of the thoughtless eye. 
Whom never cares or passions discompose, 

O blest Insennbility be nigii, [close. 

And with thy soothing hand my weary eyelids 

Then shall the cares of lore and glory cease. 

And all the fond anxieties of faune;. , 
Alike regardless in the arms of Peace, 

If these extol, or those debase a name. 

In Lyttelton though all the Muses praise. 
His generous praise shall then delight no more. 

Nor the sweet magic of bis tender lays 
Shall touch the bosom which it charm'd before. 

Nor then, though Malice, with insidious guise I 

Of friendship, ope the unsuspecting breast; 

Nor then, though Envy broach her blackening Iie$, 
Shall these deprive me of a moment's rest. 

O state to be desired ! when hostile rage ^* 

Prevails in human more than savage haunts ; • ^-^ 

When man with man eternal war will wage. 
And never yield that mercy which he wants. 

When dark design invades the cheerful hour, 
And draws the heart with social freedom warm, 

Its cares, its wishes, and its thoughts to pour, 
Smiling insidious with the hopes of harm. 

Vain man, to other's failings still severe, 
Yet not one foible in himself can find ; 

Another's faults to Folly's eye are clear. 
But to her own e'en Wisdom's self is blin4 
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O let me stiH, from these low follies free, 
This sordid malice, and ingloriotis strife, 

Myself the sofajeet of mj censure be, 

And teach my heart to comment on my life. 

With thee, Philosophy, still let me dwell, 
My tator*d mind firooi vulgar meanness save ; 

Bring Peace, bring Qniet to my humble cell. 
And bid them lay the green turf on my grave. 
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Bright o'er the green hills rose the morning ray. 
The woodlark's song resounded on the plain ; 

Fair Nature ft\t the warm embrace of day. 
And smiiti through all her animated reign. 

When young Delight, of Hope and Fancy bom» 
His head on tufted wild thyme half-reclin*d, 

Cangfat tlie gay colours of the orient mom, 
And thence of life this picture vain design'd ; 

* O bom to thon^ts, to pleasures more sublime 

Tlian beings of inferior nature prove ! 
To triumph in the golden hours of Time, 
And feel the charms of Fancy and of Love! 

* High^ivdnr'd man !. for him unfolding fiiir 

: Id orient light this native landscape smiles ; 

For him sweet Hope disarms the hand of Care, 

Exalts his pleasures, and his grief beguiles. 

* Blows not a blossom on the breast of Spring, 

Breathes not a gale along the bending mead, 
THlls not a songster of the soaring wing. 
But fragrance, health, and melody succeed. 
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* O let me still with simple Nature live^ 

My lowly field-flowers on her altar lay» 
Enjoy the blessings that she meant to giye. 
And calmly waste my inoflenstve day ! 

* No titled name, no envy-teasing dome, 

No glittering wealth my tutor'd wishes crave ; 
So Health and Peace be near my hnmble home, 
A cool stream mnrmor, and a green tree wave. 

* So may the sweet Euterpe not disdain 

At Eve's chaste hoor her silver lyre to briQg ; 
The mnse of pity wake ber soothing strain, 
And tone to sympathy the trembling string. 

* Thus glide the pensive moments, o*er the vale 

While floating shades of dosky night descend : 
Not left ontold the lover*s tender tale. 
Nor unenjoy'd the heart-enlarging friend. 

' To love and friendship flow the social bowl ! 

To attic vrit and elegance of mind ; 
To all the native beauties of the soul. 

The simple charms of truth, and sense refin'd* 

^ Then to explore whatever ancient sage 
Studious from Nature^s early volume drew. 

To chase sweet Fiction throng^ her golden age. 
And mark how iair the sun-flower. Science, blew ! 

* Haply to catch some spark of eastern fire, 

Hesperian fimcy, or Aonian ease ; 
Some melting note from Sappho's tender lyre. 
Some strain that Love and Phsbiis tan|^t te 
please. 
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^ When wayes the grey light o*er the monntatai 

head, 
Then let me meet the mom's first beanteoos ray ; 
Carelessly wander from my silvan shed, 
And catch the sweet breath of the rising day. 

* Nor seldom, loitering as I muse along, 

Mark firom what flower the breeae its sweetness 
Or listen to the labonr-soothing song [bore ; 

Of bees that range the thyroy uplands o'er. 

< Slow let me cUmb the roonntain's aiiy brow ; 

The green hdght gain'd, in musefiil rapture lie ; 
Sleep to the murmur of the woods below, 

Or look on NMure with a lover's eye. 

* Delightful hours I O, thus for ever flow ; 

Led by fiur Fancy round the varied year : 
So shall my breast with native raptures glow, 
Nor feel one pang from folly, pride, or fear. 

^ Firm be my heart to Nature and to Truth, 
Nor vainly wander from their dictates sage : 

So Joy shall triumph on the brows of youth. 
So Hope diall smooth the dreary paths of age.' 
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Oh I yet, ye dear, deludmg visions stay ! 

Fond hopes, of Innocence and Fancy bom ! 
For you I'll cast these waking thoughts away. 

For one wild dream of life's romantic mom 

Ah! no: the sunshine o'er each object spread 
By flattering Hope, the flowers that blew so fair, 

Like the gay gardens of Armida fled. 
And vanish'd from the powerful rod of Care. 
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So the poor pilgrim, who in raptuioiu tfaooght 
Plans his dear journey to Loretto's sbriney 

Seems on his way by goardian seraphs brooght. 
Sees aiding angels fiivoor his design : 

Ambrosial blossoms, such of old as blew 
By those fresh founts on Eden's happy phuD, 

And Sharon's roses all his passage strew : 
So Fancy dreams ; but Fancy's dreams are vain. 

Wasted and weary on the mountain's side. 
His way nnknown, the hapless pilgrim lies. 

Or takes some ruthless robber for his guide, 
And prone beneath his cruel sabre dies. 

Life's morning-landscape gilt with orient light. 
Where Hope and Joy and Fancy hold their reign ; 

The grove's green wave, the blue stream sparklhig 
bright. 
The blithe hoars dancmg roond Hyperion's waio; 

In radiant colours Youth's free hand portrays. 
Then holds the flattering tablet to his eye ; 

Nor thinks how soon the vernal grove decays. 
Nor sees the dark cloud gathering o'er the sky. 

Hence Fancy, conquer'd by the dart of Pain,* 
And wandering far firom her Platonic shade, 

Mourns o'er the ruins of her transient reign. 
Nor unrepining sees her visions fiide. 

Their parent banish'd, hence her children fly, 
The iaiiy race that fill'd her festive train ; 

Joy tears his wreath, and Hope inverts her eye, 
And Folly wonders that her dream was vam. 
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WRITTEN 1760. 

The eye of Nature never rests from care ; 

She guards her children with a parent's love ; 
And not a mischief reigns in earth or air. 

But time destroys, or remedies remove. 

In Tain no ill shall haunt the walks of life. 
No vice in vain the human heart deprave, 

Hie poisonous flower, the tempest's raging strife 
fVom greater pain, from greater min save. 

Lavinia, form'd with every powerful grace, 
With all that li^ts.the flame of young desire ; 

Pure ease of wit^ and elegance of ^ce, 
A soul all fancy, and an eye all fire. 

Lavinia! — Peace, my busy, fluttering breast ! 

Nor fear to languish in thy former pain: 
At length she yields — she yields the needful rest ; 

And frees her lover from his galling chain. . 

The golden star, that leads the radiant mom, 
Looks not so fiur, fresh-rising from the main ; - 

Rut her bent eye-brow bears forbidding scorn,— 
But Pride's fell furies every heartstring strain. . 

Lavinia, thanks to thy oagentle mind; 

I noVbehold thee with indiflerent eyes ; 
And Reason dares, though Love as Death be blind ^ 

Tliy gay, thy worthless being to despise, 
Yor.. II. i> 
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Beanty may cfaarni vithoot one inward graee, 
And fair proportions win tlie captive heart ; 

But let rank Pride the pleasing form debase. 
And Love disgusted breaks his erring dart. 

The youth that once tbescolptur'd nymph admir'd. 
Had look'd with scomfhl hmghter on her charms, 

If the vain fbrm, with recent life hwpiiM, 
Had tura'd disdainfiil from his ofi^d arms. 

Go, thoughtless maid ! of transient beauty yain. 
Feed the hi^ thought, the towering hope extend; 

Still roay'st thba dream of splendor in thy train. 
And smOe superb, while love and flattery bend. 

Forme, sweet peace shall soothe my troubled mind. 
And easy slumbers close my Weary eyes ; 

Since'Keason dares, though Love as Death be blind, 
Thy gay, thy worthless being to despise. 



vrvLiTTts AiiONG rUti 



RUINS OF PONTEFRACT CASTLE. 

1756. 

Right sung the bard, that all-involving age 
With hand impartial deals the ruthless blow; 

Hiat war, wide-wasting, vrith impetuous rage. 
Lays the tall spire, and sky-crown'd torret low. 

A pile stupendous, once of &ir renitwn, 
This mouldering mass of shapeless ruin rose. 

Where lioddmg heights of fractur'd columns frown, 
And birds obscene in ivy-bowers repose : 
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Oft the*fN^6 ttatroD ^Mtn ttre tbreatetiitig imlf, 
Sttspiiitdiis, bicb her heedless children fly ; 

Oft, as he views 1^ meditated f$Xt, 
Fafl swiftly stefM the fngfated peasant by. 

Bnt more respectful views the' historic sagei 
Musing, these awful relics of decay, 

That once a refuge form'd from hostile rage, 
In Henry's and in Edward's dubious day. 

He pensive oft reviews the mighty dead, 
That erst have trod this desolated gronad ; 

Reflects bow here unhappy Salisbnry bled, 
When &ction aim'd the death-dtspeusing wound. 

Rest, gentle Rivers ! and illfat6d Gray ! 

A ilow'r or tear oft strews yocir humble grave, 
Whotfi Envy stew, to pave Ambition's way, 

And whom a monai'ch wept in vain to save. 

Ah ! what avail'd the' alliance of a throne? 

The pomp of titles what, or pow'r rever'd? 
Happier ! to these the humble life unknown, 

WiA virlne lieao«r'd,.and by peace endear^ 

Had thus the sons «f bleeding Britain thooght, 
When hapless here inglorions Richard lay. 

Yet many a prince, whose blood full dearly bought 
The shameful triumph of the long-fought day; 

Yet many a li^ro, whose def^ted hand 
in deatii resign'd the wdl^ontested field, 

Had in his offiprii^ sav'd a sinking laud. 
The tyraot's terror, and the nation's shield. 
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Ill could the Muse indignaDt grief forbear, ^ 

Should Memory trace her bleediogcoantiy's woes ; 

lU could she count, without a bunting tear. 
The' inglorious triumphs of the varied Roeet 

While York, with conquest and revenge ehite. 
Insulting, triumphs on Saint Alban's plain. 

Who views, nor pities Henry's hapless ^te. 
Himself a captive, and his leaders slain ? 

Ah prince 1 unequal to the toils of war. 
To stem ambition. Faction's rage to quell; 

Happier ! from these had Fortune plac'd thee £ir. 
In some lone convent, or some peacefiil oelL 

For what avaiPd that thy victorious queen 
Repair'd the ruins of that dreadful day ? 

That vanquished York, on Wakefield's purple green, 
Prostrate amidst the common slaughter lay : 

In vain fair Victory beam'd the ghiddening eye, 
And, waving oft her golden pinions, smil'd ; 

Full soon the flattering goddess meant to fly. 
Full rightly deem'd unsteady Fortune's child. 

Let Towton's field — but cease the dismal tale : 
For much its horrors would the Muse appal. 

In softer strains suffice it to bewail 
The patriot's exile, or the hero's fall. * 

Thus silver Wharf', whose crystal-sparkling am 
Reflects the brilliance of his blooming shore, 

Still, melancholy-mazing, seems to mourn, 
But rolls, confus'd, a crimson wave no more. 

1 A river near the scene of battle, in which were iMa 
35,000 men. 
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TO THE REV. MR. LAMB. 

Lamb, could the mose that boasts thy forming care^ 
Unfold the gratefol feelings of my heart. 

Her hand for thee shoold many a wreath prepare, 
And cull the choicest flowers with studious art. 

For mark'd by thee was each imperfect ray 
That haply wander'd o'er my infant mind; 

The dawn of genius brighten'd into day, 
As thy skill open'd, as thy lore reiin'd. 

Each uncouth lay that falter*d from my tongue. 
At eve or mom from Eden's murmurs caught; 

Whate'er I painted, and whate'er I sung, 
Though rude the strain, though artless was the 
draught; 

Yon wisely prais'd, and fed the sacred fire. 
That warms the breast with love and honest iame ; 

Yon sweird to nobler heights the ik&nt lyre, 
Rais'd the low thought, and check'd the' exube- 
rant flame. 

O could the Muse in future times obtain 
One humble garland from the' Aonian tree 1 

With joy I'd bind thy iavoar'd brows again. 
With joy I*d form a fairer wreath for thee. 



M 
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POEMS ON HIS LADY. 



TO MISS CRACROFT. 

THE COMPIJUMT OF HBft RING-DOTE. 

1759. 

* Far from the smiles of blue hesperian skies, 

Far from those vales, where flowery pleasures 
dwell, 
(Dear scenes of ireedom lost to these sad eyes !) 
How hard to languish ui this lonely cell I 

* When genial gales relume the fires of love, 

When laughing Spring leads round the jocund 
Ah ! view with pity, gentle maid, your dove, [year ; 
From every heart-felt joy secluded here! 

*■ To me no more the laughing Spring looks gay ; 

Nor annual loves relume my languid breast ; - 
Time slowly drags the long, delightiess day, 

Through one dull scene of solitary rest. 

* Ah ! what avails, that dreaming Fancy roves 

Tliroagh the wild beauties of her native reign f 
Breathes in green fields, and feeds in fi*esliening 
groves. 
To wake to anguish in this hopeless chain ? 
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' Though fondly sooth'd with Pity's tenderest ca^^. 

Though still by Nancy's gentle hand carest. 
For the free forest, and the boundless air, 

The rebel, Nature, murmurs in my breast. 

*' Ah, let not Nature, Nancy, plead in vain ! 

For kindness sore should grace a form so Ikir : 
Restore me to my native wilds again, 

To the fir^ forest, and the boundless air.' 
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TO MISS CRACROFT. 

WRAPPED ROtmD A NOSEGAY OP TIOLBTB. 

1761. 

Dear ob)ect of my late and early prayer I 

Source of my joy ! and solace of my care! 

Whose gentle friendship such a charm can sive. 

As makes me wish, and tells roe how to live. 

To thee the Muse with grateful hand would bring 

These first fair chUdren of the doubtful Spring. 

O may they, fearless of a varying sky, 

Bloom on thy breast, and smile beneath thii^e eye! 

In ^rer ligkts their vivid blue dispk^, 

And sweeter bveathe tMr little Uyes away t 
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TO MiS» CRACROFT. 

ON THE MORAL REFLECTIONS CONTAINED IN HER 
ANSWER TO THE ABOVE VERSES. 

1761. 

Sweet moraUtt 1 wiioie movtog tratlit impart 
At oDoe detigbt and aagvish to my heart 1 
Yhoiigh bumaa joys Aeir sbort-Mv'd swcetereahale 
like the wan beaaties^of the wasted vale ; 
Yet trust the Miise,fiiir ftiendship't flower shall last, 
WiMn life's short sunahine, like its stonns, is past; 
Bloom in the fields of some ambrosial shore, 
Where Tine, and Death, and Sickness are no asore. 
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TO Miss CRACROFT. 
1763. 

While yet my poplar yields a doabtftil shade, 
Its last leaves trembling to the Zephyr's sigh ; 

On this fair plain ere every verdure fade, 
Or the last smiles of golden Autumn die ; 

Wih thon, ny Naney, at this pensive hoar. 
O'er Nature's ruin hear thy friend complain ; 

While his heart labonrs with the^ inspuing power, 
And from his pen iqiontaneoos flows the strain ? 

Thy gentle lireast shall melt with kindred sighs. 
Yet hap^ grieviqg o'er a Parent's bier ; 

poets are Nature's children ; when she dies, 
Aifectioii mowiiSi and (MUy drc^M a teai. 
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Why are ye silent, brethren of the ^oye. 
Fond Philomel, thy niany-chorded lyre 
So sweetly tan*d to tenderness and love, 
' Shall love no more, or tenderness inspire ? 

O mix once more thy gentle lays with mine ; 

For well oor passions, well oor notes agre^ s 
An absent love, sweet bird, may soften thine ^ 

An absent love demands a* tear from me. 

Yet, ere ye slumber, songsters of the sky, 
, Tbrou^ the long night of winter vnld and drear : 

O let us tune, ere Love and Fancy die, 
. One tender farewell to. the fiiding year. 

Farewell ye wild hills, scatter'd o*er with spring f 
Sweet solitndes, where Flora smil'd unseen ! 

Farewell each breeze of balmy-bnrden'd wing ! 
The violet* s blue bank, and the tall wood green .' 

Ye tuneful groves of Belvidere, adieu ! 

Kind shades that whisper o'er my Cranfurd's rest ! 
Fr6m courts, from senates, and from camps to you, 

When Fancy leads him, no inglorious guest. 

Dear shades adien! where late the moral Muse, 

Led by the dryad. Silence, oft redin'd ; 

Taught Meanness to extend her little views, 

. And look on Nature to eolaiige her mind. 

Farewell the walk along the woodtand-vale! 

Flower-feeding rills in murmnrs drawn away ! 
Farewell the sweet breath of the early gale ! 

And the dear.glories of the dosm^di^! 
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The nameleM charms of high, poetic thought. 
That Spring's green honrs to Fancy's children 

The wor<b divine, Imagination wrote [bore ; 

On Shimber's light leaf by the murmnring shore — 

All, all adien ! From Antamn's sober power 
Fly the dear dreams of Spring's deligfatihl reign ; 

Gay Summer strips her rosy-mantled bower, 
And mde wmds waste the glories of her tnun. 

Yet Autumn yields her joys of humbler kind; 

Sad o'er her golden ruins as we stray, 
Sweet Melancholy soothes the musing mind, 

And Nature charms,, delightful in decay. 

All-bounteous power, whom happy worlds adore f 
With every scene some grateful change she brings ; 

lo Winter's wild snows, Autumn's golden store. 
In glowing Summers and in blooming Springs! 

O most belov'd! the fairest and the best 
Of all her works ! may still thy lover find 

Fair Nature's frankness in thy gentle breast; 
like her be various, but like her be kind. 

Then, when the spring of smiling youth is o'er ; 

When SuDuner's glories yield to Autumn's sway ; 
When golden Autumn sinks in Winter hoar. 

And life declining yields its last weak ray ;. 

In thy lov'd arms my fainting age shall close, 
On thee my fond eye bend its trembling light : 

Remembrance sweet shall soothe my last repose. 
And my soul bless thee in eternal night. 
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TO mSS CRACROFT. 

1763. 

When p«te beneath the frowoiiig dude of death, 
No.sooljbing voice 'of love, or tnendship mgh. 

While stroDg coDVolsioiisfieiz^d the laboariDg breath; 
And life suspended left each vacant eye ; 

Where, in that moment, fled the' immortal mind ? 

To what new region did the spirit stray? 
Foancl it some bosom hospitably kind, 

Some breast that took the wanderer in its way? 

To thee, ray Nancy, m that deathfhl hour. 
To thy dear bosom it once more returned; 

And wrapt in Haqltthom's solitary bower. 
The minis of its former mansion mourn'd. 

But, didst thou, kind and gentle as thon ^rt, 
O'er thy pale lover shed the generous XMr^ 

From those sweet eyes did Pity's softness start. 
When Fa^cy laid him on th6 lowly bier ? 

Did^ thou to Heaven address the forceful prayer^ 
Fold thy fair hands, and raise the monrdfiii eye, 

Implore each power benevolent to spare. 
And call down prhy from the golden sky ! 

O bofn at once to bless me and to save, 

Exalt my life, and dignify fuy -lay ! 
Thou too Shalt triumph o^er the mouldering grave. 

And on fhy brow shall bloom the deathless bay. 
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Dear shades of genius ! heirs of endless fame ! 

That in your laureate crowns the myrtle wove, 
Snatch'd from oblivion Beauty's sacred name» 

And grew immortal in the ^ms of Love ! 

O may we ipeet yon in some happier clime, 
Some safer vale beneath a genial sky ; 

Whence all the woes that load the wing of timei 
Disease, and death, and fear, and frailty fly ! 



SONNETy 

nr THE MANNER OF PETRARCH. 

TO MISS CRACROFT. 

1765. 

On thy fair mom, O hope4nspiring May! 
The sweetest twins that ever Nature bore. 
Where Hackthom'svale her field>flower'>garlattd 

Yoang Love and Fancy met the genial day : [wore, 

And, all as on the tbyme-^j^reen bank I lay, 
A nymph of gentlest mien their train before. 
Came with a smile ; and * S^wain, (she cried.) no 

To pensive son'ow tune thy hopeless lay : [more 
Friends of thy heart, see Love and Fancy bring 
Each joy that youth's enchanted bosom warms I 
Delight that rifles all the fragrant spring! 

Fair-banded Hope, that paints unfading charms ! 
And dove-like Faith, that waves her silver wing.-^ 

These, Swain, are thine ; for Nancy meets thy arms.' 
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VERSES 

IN MEMORY OF HIS LADY. 
WRITTEN AT SANDGATE CASTLE, 1768. 



Nec tantum ingeDio, qouitBm aenrire dolori. 

PROPERT. 



Let others boast the false and faithless pride. 
No nuptial charm to know ; or known, to hide ; 
With vain disguise from Nature's dictates part. 
For the poor triumph of a vacant hc»rt ; 
My verse the god of tender vows inspires. 
Dwells on my soul, and wakens all her fires. 

Dear, silent partner of those happier hours. 
That pass'd in Hackthom's vales, in Blagdon's 
If yet thy gentle spirit wanders here, [bowers ! 
Borne by its virtues to no nobler sphere ; 
If yet that pity vriiich, of life possest, 
Fill'd thy fair eye, and lighten'd through thy breast ; 
If yet that tender thought, that generous care, 
The gloomy power of endless night may spare ; 
Oh ! while my soul for thee, for thee complains. 
Catch her warm sighs, and kiss her bleeding strains. 
Wild,wretched wish ! Can pray'r,with feeble breath, 
Pierce the pale ear, the statned ear of death ? 
liet patience pray, let hope aspire to prayer ! 
And leave me the strong language of despair ! 
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Hence y.e ^n paioten of ingenioHS woe> 
Ve Lytteltovs, ye tiumog PetrfttdM^ go ! 
I hate the Umguor of your ^»i(eiit atnUiy 
Yonr flowery gri^f, your Ui^^eiipe of pain. 
Oh! had ye knoytn, what I have known, to prove 
The searching .flame, the agonies of love 1 
Oh ! had ye known how souls to souls impart 
Their tire, or v^ijCd th^ life-drops of the heart! 
Not like the streams tliiit down the mountain sidey 
Tonefiilly ppnm, and spaiikle as they glide ; 
Not like tlie breeze, that ^ighs at eveniog-hflmr 
On the soft bosom <if some folding flower ; 
Yonr stronger grief, m stronger accents bome» 
Had sooth*d the breast with burning anguish torn. 
The voice of seas, the winds that rouse the deep. 
Far-sounding floods that tear the moontain's steep ; 
Each wild and qi^lancholy blast that raves 
Round these dim tow^^ and smites the beating 

waves — 
Thissoothesmy 8oul--'tis Nature's monmfuLbreatb, 
Tts Nature struggling in the arms of Death! 

See, the last aid of her expiring state, 
See Love, e'en Inove, has lent his darts to Fate.' I 
Oh ! when beneath bis golden shafts I bled, 
And vainly bound his trophies round my head ; 
When crown'd with flowers, he led the rosy day^ 
Liv'd to my eye, and drew my soul away— > 
Could fear, could fancy, at that tender hour. 
See the dim grave demand the nuptial flower? 
There, there his wreaths dejected Hymen strew'd; 
And moum*d their bloom unfaded as he view'd. 

< The lady died iii child-bed. 
VOL. IT. B 
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There each fiur hope, each tenderness of life. 
Each nameless charm of soft obligum: strife, 
Delight, love, fiincy, pleasure, genius fled. 
And the best passions of my soul lie dead; 
AU, all is there in cold obil^on laid. 
But pale remembrance bending o'er a shade. 

O come, ye softer sorrows, to my breast ! 

Ye lenient sighs, tJiat slumber into restl^ 

Come, soothing dreams, your friendly puiions vrnve. 

We'll bear the fresh rose to yon honoured grave ; 

For once this pain, this frantic pain forego, 

And feel at last the luxury of woe ! 

Ye holy sufierers, that in silence wait 

The last sad refuge of relieving &te I 

That rest at eve beneath the cypress' gloom^ 

And sleep fiimiliar on your future tomb ; 

With you I'll waste the slow-departing day, 

And wear,'vnth you, the' uncolour'd hours away. 

Oh f lead me to your cells, your lonely aisles, 
Where Resignation folds her arms and smiles ; 
Where holy Faith unwearied vigils keeps. 
And guards the urn where fair Constantia* sleeps : 
There, let me there, in sweet oblivion lie. 
And cahnly feel the tutor'd passions die. 

s See Speclstor, No. 164. 
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MONODY. 

SUNG BT A RBDBRBA8T. 

^Thb gentle pair that in these lonely shadesi 

Wandering, at eve or mom, I oft have seen, 

Nowy all in vain, I seek at eve or mom, 

With drooping wing, ibrlom. 

Along the grove, along the daisied green. 

For them I've warbled many a summer's day^ 

Till the light dews impearled all the plain, 

And the gkid shepherd shut his nightly fold; 

Stories of love, and high adventures old. 

Were the dear subjects of my tuneful strain. 

Ah! where is now the hope of all my lay? 

Now they, perchance, that heard them all are dead ! 

With them the meed of melody is fled. 

And fled with them the listening ear of praise. 

Vainly I dreamt, that when the wintry sky 

Scattered the white flood on the wasted plain, 

When not one berry, not one leaf was nigh> 

To soothe keen hunger's pain. 

Vainly I dreamt my songs might not be vain : 

That oft within the hospitable hall 

Some scatter'd flragment haply I might find, 

Some friendly crumb perchance for me designed, 

When seen despairing on the neighbouring walL 

I>eladed bird, those hopes are now no more ! 

Dull Time has blasted the departing year, 

And Winter frowns severe, 

Wrapping his wan limbs in bis mantle hoar. 
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Vet not withiQ tlie hospitable ball 

The cheerfiil sonod of human voice I heari 

No piteoDS eye is near, 

To see me drooping on the lonely wall. 
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ON HIS MOTHER. 

1759. 



Ah» scenes beloVd! ab, conscioos shades. 
That wave these parent-vales along ! 

Ye bowers where Fancy met the tuneftil maids, 
Ye moimtains vocal with my Doric song. 
Teach your wild echoes to complain 

In sighs of solenm woe, in broken soonds of pain. 

For her I moom. 
Now the cold tenant of the thoughtless urn — 

For her bewail these strains of woe, 

For her these filial sorrows flow, 
Source of my life, that led my tender years. 

With all a parent's pious fears, [to grow. 

That nnrB*d my infant thought, and taught my mind 

Careful, she mark'd each dangerous way, 
Where youth's unwary footsteps stra^ : 

She taught the struggling passions to subside ; 
Where sacred truth, and reason guide, • 

In virtue's glorious path to seek the realms of day. 

Lamented goodness! yet I see 
The fond affections melting in her eye : 
She bends its tearful orb on me, 
And heaves the tender sigh : 
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As thougfatfiil, she the toils sarveys. 
That crowd in life's perplexing mazei 
And for her cfaildreD feels Ag^t 
AH, all that love can fear, and ail that fear can leign. 

O best of parents! let me pour 
My sorrows o*er thy stl^t bed ; 

There early strew the vernal flower. 
The parting tear at evening shed 

Alas ! are these the only iaeeA 

Of eskh kmd tiiooght, each VhrttfMtt dfee^. 
These ^bitlen offerings thttt eaMtm Use ^Itoahl'? 

Then, ^dry-featnr'd Hope, forbear^-— 
. Ko more thy fond iUusions spread t 
Thy shadowy scenes dissolved in air, 
Thy visionary prospects fled ; 
With ber they fl«d, at whose lameiDM shrili« 

Love, gratitade, and 6tity mhigtod teaf«» 
Condemned each €lfyA ofllce to resign, 
Nor hopeflil More to soothe iMr lollg^dlMsBnalg 
years. 



TO f^E MEMORY OF IfANDEt^ 

1760. 

Spirizs of music, alad ye {towers of song, 

Th'ttt wak'd to patefld melody the lyre 

Of young Jessides, when, in Sion's vale, 

He wept o'er ble^dmg fiiendslnp; ye that noiini'dy 

While freedom, drooping o'er Enffyhrates* streuhi. 

Her pensive harp on the pale osier hnng. 

Begin once mevR the san-ow-sooliiiBg lay. 
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Ah ! Where tHnMlkm tbe Mose fit nambers ^ikd? 
WliKt dbeeids pure to greet thy tnnefal shade, 
Sweet harmonist? 'twas thme, the tender fall 
Of pity's phdfttive lay ; for thee the stream 
Of silvei^wiMMg ramie sweeter filayd. 
And purer floVd for thee — aH siYent now 
Thosei^thtttihreatbmg o'er l!he Y»reasft of Thumies ', 
Led amorotts Echo down fiie long, long vale, 
• I>eBghfed ; studloas from thy sweeter stnaa 
To melodise her own ; when ihncy-lom, 
She noarM in aogni^ o^ the drooping breast 
Of yooDg NiKrcassas. Ttbm their amber nms, 
Paitingf tiie^ green locks i^reaMittg m the sun % 
The Naiads rose stad sWil'd : iMr since the day, 
When firet by tmine, aiid by freedom led 
From Greciaii Addale -, iftor siniee the day, 
When last fWAA Amo*s wee^mg fount they came, 
To amoolti the ringlets «f Sabrina's hair, 
Hflnrd diey like nmistl^lsy — fountains and shiflides 
Of Twit'nam, and of Windsor fam'd in song ! 
Ye Ifeij^its of Cleitnont, and ye bowers of Ham ! 
Thfit heKrd the Une strain vibrafe throng your 

groves. 
Ah! «rtfere were <hen yofor lOftg-loVd Muses fled, 
Wheo Handel b¥eMhVi no mtkt P-^and tlifon, sweet 

QAeen, 
ThKt nightly wtapt thy Melon's hattow'd ear 
In the soft (ftelasies of Lydian airs ; 
' That since maifd to HMdeTs hi^-wdund lyre 

» The water-finirsi'c. 

* KDraatefqne conss a fronte removit sA itfres. 
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The lay by the6 niggested^; coold'st not thou 
Soothe with thy sweet song the grim ^fiiiy's breaat 

Cold-hearted Death!' his wanly-glaring eye 

Nor Virtue's smile attracts, nor Fame's load tnimi 

Can pierce his iron ear, for ever barr'd 

To gentle sounds: the golden voice of soi^y 

That charms the gloomy partner of his iMrth, 

That soothes Despair and Pain, he hears no morei 

Than rude winds blosteringfrom the Cambrian cliffi, 

The traveller's feeble lay; To court fair fiune. 

To toil with slow steps up the star-crown'd hill. 

Where Science, leaning on her sciilptnr'd oru. 

Looks conscious on the secret-working hand 

Of Nature ; on the wings of genius borne, 

To soar above the beaten walks of life. 

Is, like the paintings of an evening cloud. 

The' amusement of an hour. Night, gloomy night, 

Spreads her black wings^ and all the vision diea. 

Ere long, the heart, tliat heaves this sigh to tbee^ 
Shall beat no moret ere long, on this fond lay 
Which mourns at Handel's tomb, insulting Time 
Shall strew his cankering rust. Thy stfain,perdiaDce, 
Thy sacred strain shall the hoar warrior spare ; 
For sounds like thine, at Nature's earty birth, 
Arous'd him Slumbering on the dead profound 
Of dusky chaos ; by the golden harps 
Of choral angels summon'd to his race : 
And sounds like thine, when Nature is no more. 
Shall call him weary from the lengtben'd toib 

A L^Allegro and II Penseroso, set to mvtic by Mr* Huid«l. 
« See Milton's Lyctdai. 
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Of twice ten thoiuaiid years. O would his hand 
Yet spare some portion of tiiis vital flame. 
The trembling Muse that now faint effort makes 
On young and ardess wing, should bear thy praise 
Sablime, above the mortal bounds of earth. 
With heavenly fire relume her feeble ray, 
Andy taught by seraphs, frame her song for tliee. 

I fieel, I feel the sacred impulse — hark I 
Wak'd from according lyres the sweet strains flow 
In symphony divine : from air to air 
The trembling numbers fly : swift bursts away 
The flow of joy — now swells the flight of praise.' 
Springs the shrill tramp aloft ; the toiling chords 
Melodious labour through the flying maze ; 
And the deep base his strong sound rolls away. 

Majestically sweet Yet, Handel, raise, 

Yet wake to higher strains thy sacred lyre : 
The Name of ages, the Supreme of things, 
The great Messiah asks it j He whose band 
Led into form yon everlasting orbs, 
The harmony of Nature*— He whose hand 
Stretch'd o*er the wilds of space this beauteous. 

baU, 
Whose spirit breathes through all his smiling works 
Music and love ^yet, Handel, raise the strain. 

Hark ! what angelic sounds, what voice divine 
Breathes through the ravisht air ! my rapt ear feels 
The harmony of Heaven. Hail, sacred Choir! 
Immortal Spirits, hail! if haply those 
That erst in favoured Palestine proclaimed 
Glory and peace : her angel-haunted groves, 
Her piny mountains, and her goMen vales 
Re-echo'd peace But, oh ! suspend the strain— 



He BwcObg joyt too umth Ibr mortBl iKMMKfc ! 
Tis tmapoit etcn to pain.-^ 

Yet^faA! wlMtpiettiii^sMnliikititeHlBe eu 
So venenbly sweet? Tli Sieii^ fate. 
Behold her hero <! Irom his iraliiikt bliMr 
Looks Jvdah's Mott, os MstMgh tiie b#o»I 
Of vanqDbh'd Apollooios — the shrill trump 
Through BethohMi proclaiAn the* ftpproaebiBg %il 
I see the breve youth lead his little handy 
With toil and hmgerftiiit; yet from his ar«k 
The nqnd Syrian flies. Tims Hettiy once. 
The BriliBh Henry, with his way-worn troop, 
Sohdaed the pride of FVanee — Now loader hU/m 
'Ihe martial clangor: lo, Nicaaor's host? 
With threatening tnrreCs erowa'd, slowly aJimwi 
The ponderous elephaat» I 

The blaring son, trom naay a golden shield 
Reflected, gleams aftr. Jttdean chief? 
How shall thy ibrce, th^ little ibrce sdstalii 
The dreadful shock? 

The hero comes ^ — ^H^is boaadtt^ss mirth aMd soo;. 
And dance and triomph"; every iaboofing string, 
And voice, and breathing shell in cotse^rt strain 
To swell the raptures of tanmltuoiiB joy. 

O master of the passions and the soul, 
Seraphic Handel ! how shall words describe 
Thy music's cobntless graces, nameless powers ! 

When he of Gaza % blind, and sank in chaio9> 
On female treachery looks greatly down, 

^ Jndai Mafceikbeas. 

J* Ctaorns of yotttln. Hi Judaa Bl»cc«bem« 

^ See the Oratorio of Samson. 



How tlie bveaat boibft iodigiiaiit! id tliy stiiuDy 
W|i^a ftvveet-voic'd Piety reaigw to Heaven, 
Glows i)Qt eaob.lHMom yi\{h the flame of virtue ^ 



0*er JepUtb^'s votive m^id wl)Qn th^ Baft Ifite 
SoimiU tlie slo\r synpluM^ of fiiqecai grief, 
Wb«t yoqtii^l.breMt but metts witb tender pUgF? 
WtlfU parent bleeds not wUb » pai^nfji woe P 

O lim^sr than this wovtbleu l^y.caii ]iv« 1 
While isMne ond.miino apotbe the bwiiiiii ear i 
Be this thy praise : to lead the polished mind 
To yirUie> nobkat beigbts ; to light theflane 
Of British freedoiBy ronse tbe generoqs thoughts 
R^9&tbe puinoiiS) and exfdt the sool 
To loTe, (0:be«r9ii> to hwnwHiy awitiNBel 



INSCRIBSO .TO MS VOBTHY IlUJUin 

JOHN SCOTT, ESQ. 

BEIN« WR I f OTBW IH Hit GARDBN AT AMWBU^ IV 
HERTFORDSHIRS, TBI BRBQINIItO O^ TBBTRAR 

1769^ 

Friend of my geoios! On whose natal bom* 

Shone t^e same.8tar» bot shpne with brighter niy ; 

Qft;^^«U|[jl^t tl\y. AviW^U's. shades I ^^y, 
And marV. thy true ^te.in each wuding bower. 
From, my full, eye Fby ^Is the tender sfiower. 

While ot^er tW<MMB thaR these &jr 9090^0 
coRvey, [awaj^ 

Bear on m^y kembling npoid^ Rodmelt it*, powers 
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Ah me! my iriend! in happier hours I spread, 

like thee, the wild walk o'er the Taried plain; 

The barest tribe of Flora's painted traio. 
Each bolder shrub that grac'd her genial bed^ 
When old Sylvanus, by young wishes led. 

Stole to her arms, of such fiur offiprin^ vain* 
That bore their mother's beauties on their head. 
Like thee, inspir'd by love^—'twas Delia's charms, 

Twas Delia's taste the new creation gave ; 

For her my groves in pfauntire sighs would waye. 
And call her absent to their master's arms. 

She comes — ^Ye flowers, yoar fiiuest blooms unfold, 

Ye waving groves, your plaintive sighs forbear! 

Breathe «ll your fragrance to the amorous air, 
Ye smiling shrubs whose heads are cloth'd witii gold ! 

She comes f by Truth, by fiur Affection led. 
The long-lov'd mistress of my faithful heart! 
The mistress of my soul, no more to part. 

And all my hopes and all my vows are sped. 

Vain, vain delusions ! dreams for ever fied ! 
Ere twice the spring had wak'd the genial hour, 
The lovely parent bore one beauteous flower, 
. And drooped her gentle head. 

And sunk, for ever sunk, into her silent bed. 

Friend of my genius! partner of my fate ! 
• To equal sense of painfol sufiering bom ! 

From whose fond breast a lovely parent torn, 
Bedew'd thy pale cheek vrith a tear so late — 

Oh! let us, mindful of the short, short date, 
That bears the spoil of human hopes away, - 
Indulge sweet memory of each happier day ! 
- No4 close, for ever close the iron gate 
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Of cold oblivion on that dreary cell» 
Where the pale shades of past enjoyments dwell ; 
Knd, pointing to their bleeding bosoms, say, 
On life's disastrons hour what varied woes await ! 

Let scenes of softer, gentler kind, 

Awake to Fancy's soothing call, 
And milder on the pensive mind. 

The shadowed thought of Grief shall fall. 

Oft as the slowly-closing day 
Draws her pale mantle irom the dew-star's eye, 
What time the shepherd's cry 

Leads irom the pastur'd hills his flocks away. 

Attentive to the tender lay 
Uliat steals irom Philomela's breast, 

Let ns in mnsing silence stray. 

Where Lee beholds in maces slow 

His uncomplaining waters flow, 
And all his whispering shores invite the charms of 
rest. 
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ON THE DOOR OF A STUDY, 

O THOU that sbalt presume to tread 
This maosion of the mighty dead, 
Come with the free, untainted mind ; 
The nnrse, the pedant leave behind ; 
Aud all that superstition, fraught 
With folly's lore, thy youth has taught — 
Each thought that reason can't retain, — 
Leave it, and learn to think again. 
Yet, while thy studious eyes explore. 
And range these various volumes o'er, 
Trust blindly to no favourite pen, 
Remembering authors are but men. 
Has fair Philosophy tliy love? 
Away ! she lives in yonder grove. 
If the sweet Muse thy pleasure gives; — 
VTiih her in yonder grove she lives : 
And if Religion chums thy care ; 
Religion, fled from books, is there. 
For first from Nature's works we dre«»- 
Our knowledge, and our virtue too. 
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IN A TEMPLE OF SOClETk\ 

Sacred rise tliese walls to thee. 

Blithe-eyed nymph, Society ! 

Ill whose dwelling, free and fair. 

Converse smoothes the brow ot^ Care : 

Who, when waggish Wit betray'd 

To his arras a silvan maid, 

All beneath a myrtle tree, 

In some vale of Arcaily, 

Sprung, I ween, from such embrace, 

The lovely contrast in her face. 

Perchance, the Moses as they stiay'd, 
Seeking other spring, or shade, 
On the sweet child cast an eye 
In soqie vale of Arcady; 
And blithest of the sisters three, 
Gave her to Euphrosyne. 

The grace, delighted, tanght her cart 
The cordial smile, the placid air; 
How to chase, and how restrain 
All the fleet, ideal train ; 
How with apt words, .weU-combin'd, 
To dress each image of the mind — 
Taught her how they disagree, 
Awkward fear and modesty. 
And freedom and rusticity. 
True politeness how to know 
From the superficial show -, 



I 
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from the coxcomb^s shallow gince. 

And the maDy-modeU'd fiice : 

That Natore*s unaffected ease 

More than studied forms would please — 

'When to check the sportive vein -, 

lUieu to Fancy yield tiie rein ; 

On the subject when to be 

Orave or gay, reserved or free : 

The speaking au-, the' impassioned eye, 

The living soul of symmetry ; 

And that soft sympathy which binds 

In magic chains congenial minds. 



IN A SEQUESTERED GROTTO. 

1763. 

Sweet peace, that Yov'st the silent hour, 

The still retreat of leisure free ; 
Assodate of each gentle power, 

And eldest bom of harmony! 

O, if thou own'st this mossy cell, 

If thine this mansion of repose ; 
Permit me, nymph, with thee to dwell, 

With thee my wakeful eye to close. 

And though those glittering scenes should fade. 
That Pleasure's rosy train prepares ; 

What votary have they not betray'd? 
What are they more than splendid cares? 



^ 
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But smiling days, exempt from care, 
But nights, when sleep aud silence reign ; 

Serenity, with aspect fiur, 
And love and joy ace in tfay train, 



ANOTHER IN THE SAME GROTTO. 

1756. 

O FAIREST of the villagebom, 

Content, inspire my careless lay ! 
Xiet no vain wish, no thought forlorn. 

Throw darkness o'er the smiBng day. 
Forget'st thou, when we wander'd o*er 
The silvan Bekia's ' sedgy shore. 

Or rang'd the woodland wilds along ; 
How oft on Herclay's' mountains high 
We've met the morning's purple eye, 

Delay'd by many a song? 

From thee, from those by fortune led ; 

To all the iarce of life conlin'd ; 
At once each native pleasure fled, 

For thou, sweet nymph, wast left behind. 
Yet could I once, once more survey 
Thy comely form in mantle grey, 

Thy polish'd brow, thy peaceful eye; 
Where'er, forsaken fair, you dwell, 
Though in this dim sequester'd cell, 

With thee I'd live and die. 

* A snail river In Westmorland. 

* A romantic village in the aboyeroentioned coimty. for- 
merlythe seat of the Herclays, Eiirls of CarHsle. 
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ON A BEECH TREE, 

IN THE ISLAND OP SICILY. 

Sweet land of Miues ! o*er whose iavonr*d plains 
Ceres and Flora held alternate sway; 

By Jove refreshed with life-diffusing rains, 
By Phoebns blest with erery kinder ray. 

O with what pride do I those times sorvey. 
When Freedom, by her rustic minstrels led, 

Danc'd on the green lawn many a sommer's day, 
While pastoral ease recltn'd her careless, head. 

In these soft shades : ere yet that shepherd fled, 
Wliose music pierc'd earth, air, and heav'n, and 

And call'd the nithless tyrant of the dead [heU, 
From the dark slumbers of his iron celL 

Hb ear unfolding caught the magic spell : 

He felt the sounds glide softly through his heart ; 

The somds that deign'd of Love*s sweet power to 
teU; 
And, as they told, would point bis golden dart. 

Fix'd was the god ; nor power had he to part. 
For the fair daughter of the sheaf-crown*d queen, 

Fair without pride, and lovely without art, 
Ciather'd her wild dowers on. the daisied green. 

He saw, he sigh'd ; and that unmelting breast, 
Which arms the hand of death, the power of love 
confest. 



MISCELLANIES. 



MISCELLANIES. 



THE DUCHESS OF MAZARINE. 

ON HER RETIRING INTO A CONTENT. 

Te holy cares that hannt these lonely cells, 
These scenes where salntary sadness dwells) 
Ye sighs that minnte the slow wasting day, 
Ye pale regrets that wear my life away ; 
O bid these passions for the world depart, 
These wild desires, and vanities of heart, 
Hide every trace of vice, of follies past. 
And yield to Heaven the victory at last : 
To that the poor remains of life are due, 
'Tis Heaven that calls, and I the call pursn«. 

Lord of my life! my future cares are thine, 
My love, my duty, greet thy holy shrine : 
No more my heart to vainer hopes I give. 
But live for thee, whose bounty bids me hve. 
The power that gave these little charms their grace, 
His ^vours bounded, and confined their space ; 
Spite of those charms shall time, with rnde essay, 
Tear from the cheek the transient rose away : 
But the free mind, ten thousand ages past. 
Its Maker's form, shall with its Msdier last. 

Uncertain objects still our hopes employ ; 
Uncertain all that bears the name of joy ! 
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Of all that feels the injuries of fiite 
Uncertain is the search, and short the date ; 
Yet ev n that boon what thousands wish t« gain ? 
That boon of deaths the sad resource of pain ! 

Once on my path all Fortune's glory feU, 
Her vain magnificence, and courtly swell : 
Love tonch'd my soul at least with soft desires^ 
And Vanity there fed her meteor fires, 
This truth at last the mighty scenes let faU, — 
An hour of innocence was worth them all. 

Lord of my life! O, let thy sacred ray 
Shine o'er my heart, and break its cloads awaj; 
Deludipg, fiattering, fiuthless world, adieu! 
Long hast thou taught me, God is only tt«e ! 
That God akwe I trust, alone adore ; 
No more deluded, and misled no more. 

Come* sacred hour, when wavering doobts shall 

cease! 
Come, holy scenes of long repose and peace ! 
Yet shall my heart, to other interests true, 
A moment bsdance 'twixt the world and yon? 
Of pensive nights, of long-reMecting days. 
Be yoursy at last, the triumph and the praise. 

Great, gracious Master ! whose nnbomided sway, 
Felt through ten thousand worlds, those worids 

obey; 
Wilt thou for once thy awfiil glories shade. 
And deign to* espouse the creature thou hast made ? 
All other ties indignant I difcltim, 
Dishonoai'^d thosei and miamous to mime4 
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O fatal ties for whidi such tean I've shed, 
For which the pleasnres of the world lay dead ! 
That world's soft pleasures you alone disarm ; 
That world without you, stiU might have its charm. 
Bat now those scenes of tempting hope I close, 
And seek the peacefiil studies of repose ; 
Look on tiie past as time that stole away, 
And beg the blessings of a happier day. 

Ye gay saloons, ye golden-vested halls, 
Scenes of high treats and heart-bewitching balls ! 
Dress, figure, splendour, charms of play, tarewell^ 
And all die toUef s science to excel ; 
E'en Love that ambush'd in this beauteous hair. 
No more shall lie, like Indian archers, there : 
Go, erring love ! for nobler objects given I 
Go, beauteous hair, a sacrifice to Heaveni 

Soon shall the veil these glowing features hide. 
At once the period of their power and pride ; 
The helpless lover shall no more complain 
Of vows unheard, or unrewarded pain ; 
While calmly sleep in each untortur'd breast 
My secret sorrow, and his siglis profest. 

Go, flattering train ! and, shives to me no more^ 
With the same sighs some happier fair adore ! 
Your altered faith I blame not, nor bewail — 
And haply yet, (what woman is not frail ?) 
Yet, haply, might I calmer minutes prove. 
If he that lov'd me knew no other love*! 

Yet were that ardour, which his breast inspir'd^ 
By charms of more than mortal beauty fir^ ; 
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What nobler pride ! could I to Hea?en reaigD 
The zeal, the service that I boasted mine ! 
O, change yoor false desires, ye flattering traiiiy 
And love me pious, whom ye lov'd pro&ne! 

These long adieus with lovers doom'd to go, 
Or prove their merit, or my weakness show ; 
Bat Heaven, to such soft frailties less severe. 
May spare the tribute of a fejuale tear, 
May yield one tender moment to deplore 
Those gentle hearts that I must hold no more. 



CJESAR'S DREAM, 

BEFORE HIS INVASION OF BRITAIN. 
1758. 

When rough Helvetia's hardy sons obey. 
And vanquish'd Helgia bows to Caesar's sway ; 
When, scarce beheld, embattled nations fall. 
The fierce Sicambriau, and the faithless Gaul ; 
Tir'd Freedom leads her savage sons no more. 
But flies, subdued, to Albion's utmost shore. 

'Twas then, while stillness grasp*d tlie sleeping air. 
And dewy slumbers seal'd the eye of Care ; 
Divine Ambition to her votary came : 
Her left hand waving, bore the tnmip of Fame ; 
Her right a regal sceptre seem'd to hold. 
With gems far-blazing from the bnmisird gold : 
And thus, ' My Son,' the Queen of Glory said ; 
< Immortal Catsar, raise thy languid bead. 
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Shall Night's dull chains the man of cennsels bind? 
Or Alorpheiis rale the monarch of mankind ? 
See worids unvanqoish'd yet await thy sword! 
Barbaric lands, that scorn a Latian lord t 
See yon proud isle, whose mountains meet the sky, 
Thy foes eneoorage, and thy power defy! 
What, though by Nature's firmest bars secor'd, 
By seas encircled, and with rocks immur'd, 
Shall Ca>sar shrink the greatest toils to brav^ 
Scale the high rock, or beat the maddening waveP 

She spoke— her words the warrior's breast inflame 
With rage indignant, and with conscious shame ; 
Already beat, fiie swelling floods give way, 
And the fell genii of the rocks obey : 
Already shouts of triumph rend the skies. 
And the thin rear of barbarous nations flies. 

Quick round their chief his active legions stand, 
Dwell on his eye, and wait the waving hand. 
The Hero rose, ms^jestically slow, 
And look'd attention to the crowds below:— 

' Romans and Friends! is there who seeks for 

rest. 
By labours vanqnish'd, and with wounds opprestf 
That respite Caesar shall with pleasure yield. 
Due to the toils of many a well-fought field. 
Is there who shrinks at thought of daiigers past. 
The ragged mountain, or the pathless waste— 
While savage hosts, or savage floods oppose. 
Or shivering lancy pines in Alpine snows? 
Let him retire to llatium's peaceful shore ; 
He once has toil'd, and Caesar asks no more. 
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Is there a Roman, whose unsfaakoi breast 
No pains have conqnei'd, and no fean deprest? 
Who, doomed through Death'ls dread mkkiHen to ^o 
Dares to chastise the insnlts of a foe ; 
Let htm, his eonntr/s glory and h^ ^y. 
With reverence hear her, and with fnide obey/ 
A form divine, in heavenly splendor bright. 
Whose look threw radiance round the pall of mgbt, 
With cafan severity approached and said,— « 
' Wake thy dull ear, and lift thy languid head: 
What ! shall a Roman sink in soft repose. 
And tamely see the Britons aid bis foes? 
See them secure the rebel Gaol supply; 
Spurn his vain eagles and his power defy ? 
Go ! burst their barriers, obstinately bnive ; 
Scale the wild rock, and beat the nraddening wave. 

Here paus'd the Chief, but waited no reply. 
The voice assenting spoke ftom every eye ; 
Nor, as the kindness that reproach'd with ^ar, 
Were dangers dreadful, or were toils severe. 



FRAGMENT, 



WRITTEN AT CLARE HALL ON THE KING'S ACCSi- 

SIGN. 1760. 

While every gale the voice of triumph brings, 
And smiling Victory waves her purple wings ; 
M^ile earth and ocean yield their subject powert, 
Neptune his waves aad Cybele her towers; 
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Yet will yon deign the Mnse^s voice to bear. 

And let her welcome greet a Monarch's ear? 

Yes ; midst the toils of glory ill-repaid, 

Oft has the Monarch sought her soothing aid. 

See Frederic court her in tiie rage of war, 

Thoogfa rapid vengeance nrge his hostile car: 

With her reposed in philosophic rest, 

The sage's sunshine smooths the warrior's breast. 

Whate'er Arcadian iancy feign'd of old 
Of halcyon days, and minutes plum'd with gold ; 
Whate'er adom'd the wisest, gentlest reign. 
From yon she hopes — ^let not her hopes be vain! 
Rise, ancient suns! advance, Pierian days! 
Flow, Attic streams ; and spring, Aonian bays f 
Cam, down thy wave in brisker mazes glide. 
And see new honpsrs crown thy hoary side ! 
Thy osiers old ^ee myrtle groves succeed ! 
And the green knrel meet the waving reed! 



FRAGMENT. 

1762- 



TwAs OB Timers birth-day, when the voice divine 
Wak'd sleeping Nature, while her in&nt eye. 
Yet trembling, struggled with created light; 
The heaveB4K)m jl^use, -^rung from the source 
Of Harmony immortal, first rereiv'd [sublime 
Her sacred mandate: — * Go, seraphic roaid. 
Companion still to Nature ! from her works 
Derive thy lay melodious ; great, like those. 
And elegantly simple. In thy train, 
vol- II. 6 
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Glory, and deathless feme, and fair renown, 
Attendant ever, each nnmortal name, 
By thee deem'd sacred, to yon starry vault 
Shall bear, and stamp in characters of gold. 
Be tliine the care, alone where truth directs 
The firm heart, where the love of hnman kind 
Inflames the patriot spirit, there to sooth 
The toils of virtno. with melodioos praise: 
For those, that smiling seraph bids thee wake 
His golden lyre ; for those, the young-ey'd sob 
Gilds this feir-fortned world ; and genial spring 
Throws many a green wrteath, liberal, from his 

bosom.^ 
So spake the voice divine; the rapttir'd Muse 
In strains like these, bnt nobler, fram'd her lay. 

Spirits of ancient time, to high renbwii 
By martial glory rais'd, and deeds august. 
Achieved for Britain's freedom ! Patriot hearts, 
That, fearless of a tyrant's threatening arm, 
Embraced your bleeding country I o'er the page. 
Where history triumphs in your holy names, 
O'er the dim monuments that mark your graves, 
Why streams my eye with pleasure ' ? 'Tis the joy, 
The soft deU^t that through the full brwist flows, 
From sweet remembrance of departed virtue! 

O Britain, parent of illustrious ttames, 
WhUe o'er thy annals Memory shoots her ^, 
How the heart glows, rapt with high-Wondering 
And emulous esteem ! HaU, Sidney, hail! po?c, 
Whether Arcadian blithe, by fountain clear, 

» Exnltat aiiimiiB maxinwram virormn memoriam per- 
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Piping thy love-lays wild, or Spartan bold. 
In freedom's van distingnish'd, Sidney, bail! 
Oft o*er thy lanrelPd tomb from hands unseen 
FVdl flowers ; oft in thy vale of Pensharst fair 
The shepherd, wandering firom his nightly fold, 
listenetfa strange mnsic, by the tiny breath 
Of iairy minstrels warbled. 

On Raleigh's grave, O strew the fairest flowers. 
That on the bosom of the green vale blow ! 
There hang yoar vernal wreaths, ye village-maids ! 
Ye mountain nymphs, yonr crowns of wild thyme 

bring 
To Raleigh's hononr'd grave ! There bloom the bay. 
The virgin rose, that, bloshing to be seen, 
Folds its fair leaves ; for modest worth was his. 
A mind where tmth, philosophy's flrst bom, 
Held her hsUmonious reign: a Briton's breast, 
Qliat, careflil still of freedom's holy pledge, 
Disdain'd the mean arts of a tyrant's conrt; 
Disdain'd and died ! Where was thy sphit tiien« 
Qoeen x)f sea-crowning isles, whan Raleigh bled? 
How well he serv'd thee, let Iberia telll 
Ask prostrate Cales, yet trembling at his name, 
How well he serv'd thee ; when her vanquish'd hand 
Held forth the base bribe> how he spmti'd it from 

him. 
And cried, * I fight for Britam!' History, rise. 
And blast the reigns that redden with the blood 
Of those that gavethem glory ! 
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THE AMIABLE KING. 

The free-bora Muse her tribute rarely briogiiy 
Or burns her inceiue to the power of kings ; 
Bat Virtue ever shall her voice conunandy 
Alike a spade or sceptre in her hand. 
Is there a prince untainted with a throne^ 
That makes the interest of mankind his own ; 
Whose bounty knows no bounds of time or place ; 
Who nobly feels for all the human race : 
A prince that acts in Reason's steady sphere. 
No sUve to passion, and no dupe to fear; 
A breast where mild humanity resides. 
Where virtue dictates, and where wisdom guides ; 
A mind that, stretched beyond the years of youth, 
Explores the secret springs of taste and,traUi? 
These, these are virtues which the Muse shall su^; 
And plant, for these, her laurels round a king! 
Britannia's monarch ! this shall be thy praise ; 
For this be crown'd with never-fiiding bays! 



MENALCAS. 

A PASTORAL. 



Now cease your sweet pipes, shepherds! cease 

^our lays, 
Ye warbling train, that fill the echoing groves 
With your melodious love>notesl Die, ye winds, 
That o'er Arcadian valleys blow I Ye streams, 
Ye garrulous old streams, suspend your course, 
And listen to Menalcas. 
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MBMA1XA8» 

Come, fairest of the beauteous train that sport 
On Ladoifs flowery side, my Delia, come I 
For thee thy shepherd, silent as he sits 
Within the green wood, sighs : for thee prepares . 
The ▼arions wreatlis in vain ; explores the shade 
Where lowly larks the violet bine, where droops. 
In tender beauty, its fair spotted bells, 
The cowslip : oft with plaintive voice he calb 
The wakefiil echo — What are streams or flowers, 
Or songs of blithe birds? What the bhishing rose. 
Young health, or music, or the voice of praise. 
The smile of vernal suns, the fragrant breath 
Of evening gales, when Delia dwells afiu*? 



LErr WITH 
THE MINISTER OF RIPONDEN, 

A ROMAMTIC VILLAGE IN YORKSHIRE. 1758. 

Thhicb happy yon, whoe'er you are, 
From life's low cares secluded fhr. 

In this sequester'd vale ! — 
Ye rocks on precipices ptt'd! 
Ye ragged deserts, waste and wild! 

Delightful horrors, hail! 

What joy within these sunless groves, 
Where lonely Contemplation roves. 

To rest in fearless ease ! 
Save weeping riUs, to see no tear. 
Save dymg gales, no sigh to hear^ 

No munnnr, but the breeae^ 
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Say, would yon change tbat peaceful cell^ 
Where Sanctity and Silence dwell, 

For Splendor's dairiing blaze? 
For all those gilded toys that glare 
Round high-bom Power's imperial chair. 

Inviting fools to gaze P 

Ah, friend! Ambition's prospects close. 
And, studious of your own repose, 

Be thankful here to livo : 
For, trust me, one protecting shed, 
And nightly peace and daily bread, 

Is ail that life can giye. 



====f 

WRITTEN IN « 

A COLLECTION OF MAPS. 

1765. 

Realms of this globe, that ever-circling nm, 
And rise alternate to embrace the sun; 
Shall I with envy at my lot repine, . 
Because I boast so small a portion mine? 
If e'er in thought of Andalusia's vines, 
Golconda's jewels, or Potosi's mines j 
In these, or those, if vanity forgot 
The humbler blessings of my little lot ; 
Then may the stream tbat murmurs near my door, 
The waving grove that loves its mazy shore. 
Withhold each soothing pleastire that they gave, 
No longer munnurj and no longer wave ! 
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^TO MRS. ••♦♦••, 

IJi TEARS FOR THE DEAT^ OF ▲ FRIEND. 

176J. 

So i^ble Nature weeps o'er Friendship's greye. 
And mooms the rigour of that law she gave : 
Yet> why not weep? When in that grave expire 
All Pembroke's elegance, all Waldegrave's fire. 
No more those eyes in soft effiilgence move, 
No more that bosom feels the spark of love. 
O'er those pale cheeks the drooping graces moarq. 
And Fancy tears her wild wreatii o'er that urn; 
There Hope at Heaven once cast a doobtfiil eye> 
Content repin'd, and Patience stole a sigh. 
Fair Friendship griev'd o'er — f^'s sacred bier, . 
And Vurtoe wept, for **** dropt a tear. 



miTATION OF WALLER. 

WALLER TO ST. BVREMONO. 

O VALES of Penshorst. now so long unseen ! 
Forgot each shade secure, each wmding green; 
Those lonely paths, what art have I to tread. 
Where once young Love, the blind enthusiast, led^ 
Yet if the genius of your conscious groves 
His Sidney in my Sacharissa loves; 
Let him with pride her cruel power unfold ; 
By him my pains let £vremoi)d be told* 
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WRITTBW 

IN A COTTAGE GARDEN^ 

AT A VILLAGE IN LORRAIN. 

eCCASlOMEB BY A TRADITION CONCERNING A TRXB 

OF ROSEMARY. 



ArtNistum .loquitur. 

O THov, whemjo?e and finey lead 
To wander n&r this woodland hiU^ 
If ever muflic smottth'd-tby ^(uilly 

Or pity wak*d thy gentle reed; 
Repose beneath my'huiiible tree» 
If thon lov'at simplicity. 

Stranger, if thy lot' has laid 

In toilswno scenes of busy life, . 

Fall sorely nay'st thou rue the strife 
Of weary passions ill repaid. 

In a garden live with me, 

If thou lov'st simplicity. 

Flowers have sprung ibr many a year 
O'er the vilkige maiden's grave, 
That, one memorial-sprig to save. 

Bore it 6rom a sister's bier ; 
And, homeward walkmg, wept o'er me 
The true tean of aunplicity. 
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And soon, her cottage window near, 

With care my slender stem she pkic*d ; 

And fondly thus her grief embraced » 
And cherished sad remembrance dear: 

For love sincere, and friendship free. 

Are children of simplicity. 

When past was many a painful day, 

Slow-pacing o*er the village green. 

In white were all its maddens seen, 
And bore my guardian friends away. 

Ah death! what sacrifice to thee. 

The rains of simplicity. 

One generous swain her heart approved, 
A youth whose fond and faithful breast 
With many an artless sigh confessed, 

In Nature's language, that he lov'd : 
But, stranger, 'tis no tale to thee. 
Unless thou lov'st simplicity. 

He died — and soon her lip was cold, 

And soon her rosy cheek was pale ; 

The village wept to hear the tale, 
When for both the slow bell toU'd— 

Beneath yon flowery turf tliey lie, 

The lovers of simplicity. 

Yet one boon have I to crave ; 

Stranger, if thy pity bleed, 

Wilt tiiou do one tender deed. 
And strew my pale flowers o'er their grave? 

So lightly lie the turf on thee, 

Because thou lov'st simplicity. 
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SONG. 

Tis o*er, the plearing prospects o'er! 
My weary heart can hope no more — 
Then welcome, wan despair; 
Approach with all thy dreadful train I 
Wild anguish, discontent, and pain, 
And thorny pillow'd care ! 

Gay hope, and ease, and joy, and rest, 
All, all that charms the peaceful breast, 
For ever I resign. 
Let pale anxiety instead. 
That has not where to lay her head. 
And lasting woe be mine. 

It comes ! I feel the painfiil woe — 
My eyes for Solyman will flow 
In silent grief again ; 
Who, wandering o'er some moontain drear, 
Now haply sheds the pensive tear, 
And oalls on me in vain. 

Perhaps, along the lonely shores. 
He now the sea's blue breast explores. 
To watch the distant sail; 
Perhaps, on Sundah's hills foilom, 
He fiunts, with aching toil o'erbome, 
And life's last spirits fail. 

Ah, no ! the cruel thought forbear ; 
Avauttt, thou fiend of fell despah-. 
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That only death can'st give ) 
While Heay'n etenial rules above^ 
AlmeDa yet may find her love. 

And Solyman may live! 



TO A LADY, 

ON READING AN ELEAY WRITTEN BY HER ON THE 
SEARCH OF HAPPINESS. 

To seek the lovely nymph yoa sing, 

I've waoder'd many a weary mile, - 
From grove to grove, from spring to spring ; 

If here or there she deign'd to smile. 

Nay, what I now must blush to say, 

For sure it hap'd in evil hour ; \ 

I once so far mistook my way. 

To seek her in the haunts of power. 

How should success my search betide. 
When still so far I wander'd wrong P 

For Happiness, on Arrowe's side, 
Was listening to Maria's song. 

Delighted thus with you to stay, 

What hope have I the nymph to see ; 

Vnless you cease your magic lay, 
Or bring her in your arms to me^ 
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A CONTEMPLATION. 

MATURE ! grateful for the gifls of mind. 
Duteous I bend before thy holy shrine ; 

To other hands be fbrtuike's goods assigned. 
And thou, more bounteous, grant me only thine ! 

Bring gentlest Love, bring Fancy to my breast; 

And if M'ild Genius in his devious way, 
Would sometimes deign to be my evening gaest. 

Or near my lone shade not unkindly stray : 

1 ask no more ! for happier gifts than these. 
The sufferer, Man, was never bom to prove ; 

But may my soul eternal slumbers seize, 
If lost to genius, fancy, and to lovely 



THE HAPPY VILLAGER. 

Virtue dwells in Arden*s vale ; 
Ttiere her ballow'd temples rise : 
There her incense greets the skies, 
Gratefiil as the morning gale ; 
There, with humble Peace, and her, 
lives the happy Villager. 

There, the golden smiles of mora 
Brighter every field adorn ; 
There the sun*s declining ray 
Fairer paints the parting day : 
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There the woodlark looder sings, 
Zephyr moves on softer wings, 
Groves in greener honoors rise, 
Purer azure spreads the skies ; 
There the fountains clearer flow, 
Flowers in brighter beauty blow ; 
For, with Peace and Virtue, there 
lives the happy Villager. 

Distant still from Arden's vale 
Are the woes the bad bewail ; 
Distant fell Remorse, and Pain, 
And Frensysmilmg o'er her chain ! 
Griefs quick pang. Despair's dead groan, 
Are in Arden's vale unknown : 
For with Peace and Virtue, there 
liTes the happy Villager. 

In his hospitable cell, 
liove, and Tk'uth, and Freedom dwell} 
And, nvith aspect mild and free, 
The graoefrd nymph, Simplicity. 
Hail, ye liberal graces, hail ! 
Natives all ^f Arden's vale : 
For, with Peace and Virtue, there 
lives the happy Villager. 



TO A REDBREAST. 



Little bird, with bosom red. 
Welcome to my humble shed ! 
Courtly domes of high degree 
ifavc no room for thee and me ; 
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Pride and pleasure's fickle throng 
Nothing mind an idle song. 
Daily near my table steal. 
While I pick my scanty meal, 
Doubt not, little though there be, 
But 111 cast a crumb to thee ; 
Well rewarded, if I spy 
Pleasure in thy glancing eye : 
See thee, when thou'st eat thy fill, 
Plume thy breast, and wipe tiiy Ull. 
Come, my feathered friend, again 
Well tiiou know*8t the broken pane. 
Ask of me thy daily store ; 
Qo not near Avaro's door; 
Once within his iron hall, 
Woful end shall thee be&ll. 
Savage! — He would soon divest 
Of its rosy plumes thy breast ; 
Then, with solitary joy, 
£at thee, bones and all, my boy! 



HYMNS. 



HYMNS. 



TO HOPE. 

1761. 



Mwii i^avWt *EAni2 cy a^^oia-i io(Mia-tv 

'Bxiot Ijixijutvi— HIS. 

SuK of the sonl ! whose cheerfal ray 
Darts o'er this gloom of life a smile; 

Sweet Hope, yet further gild my way, 
Vet light my weary steps awhile. 

Till thy fiur lamp dissolve in endless day. 

O come with soch an eye and mieo, 
Aa when by amorons shepherd seen ; 
While in the yiolet-breathing vale 
He meditates his evening tale t 
Nor leave behind thy fiiky train. 
Repose, Beli^, and Fancy vain ; 
That towering on her wing subUme^ 
Outstrips the lasy fli^t of Time, 
Riots on distant days with thee, 
And opens all futurity. 

O come ! and to my pensive eye 
Thy iar-foreseeing tnbe 9pply» 

YOU II. & 
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Whose kind deception steals ns o*er 
The gloomy waste that lies before ; 
Still opening to the distant sight 
The sunshine of the moontain's height ; 
Where scenes of fairer aspect rise, 
Elysian groves, amfBZiire skies. 

Nor, gentle Hope, forget to bring 

The family of Youth and Spring; 

The Hours that glide in 'sprightly round, 

Tlie Mountain-Nymphs with wild thyme crown'd> 

Delight that dwells with raptured eye 

On stream, or flower, or field, or sky : 

And foremost in thy train advance 

The Loves and Joys in jovial dance ; 

Nor last be Expectation seen. 

That wearsa wreath of ever-green. 

Attended thus by BeUra's streams, 

Ofl hast thou soothed ny waking dreams, 

When, prone beneath an osier shade, 

At large my vacant limbs were laid ; ' * ' 

To thee and FtUicy all resign'd, 

What visions ¥rander'd ' o*er my mind ! 

Illusions dear, adieu ! no more 

Shall I your fiiiry haunts explore ; 

For Hope withholds her golden ray. 

And Fancy's coilourt &int away. 

To Eden's shores, to Enon's groves. 

Resounding once with Delia's loves. 

Adieu ! that name shall sound no more 

O'er Enon's groves or Eden's shore : 

For Hope withholds her golden ray. 

And Fancy's colours lirfiit aW«y. 



Iife*8 ocean slept, — the Kqaid gale 
Gently mov'd the ¥raviiig sail. 
Fallacioas Hope ! witli fhttering eye 
You smU'd to see the streamers fly. 
The thander barsts, the mad wind ravesy 
From slomber wake the 'frighted waves: 
You saw me, fled me thus distrest, 
And tore your anchor from my breast. 

Yet come, fair fugitive, again ! 
I love thee still, though iaise and vain: 
Forgive me, gentle Hope, and tdl 
Where, far from me, you deign to dwell.— 
To soothe Ambition's wild desires ; 
To feed the lover's eager fires; 
To swell the miser's mouldy store ; 
To gild the dreaming chemist's ore; 
Are these thy cares? or, more humane, 
To loose the war-worn captive's chain^ 
And bring before bis languid sight 
The charms of liberty and light : 
The tears of drooping Grief to dry; 
And hold thy glass to Sorrow's eye? 

Or dost thon more delight to dwell 
With Silence m the hermit's cell? 
To teach Devotion's flame to rise. 
And wing her vespers to the skies ; 
To urge, with still returning care^ 
. The holy violence of prayer; 
In raptoroos visions to display 
The realms of everlasting day, 
And snatch from Tune the golden key, 
That opens all eternity ? 
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Perchance, on some unpeopled strand 
Whose rocks the raging tide withstand. 
Thy soothing snule, in deserts drear, 
A lonely mariner may cheer, 
Who bravely holds his feeble brealh^ 
Attack'd by Ftohie, Pain, and Death. 
With thee, he bears each tedious day 
Along the dreary beach to stray : 
Whence their wide way his toil'd eyes straio 
O'er the blue bosom of the main ; 
And meet, where distant smiges raYe, 
A white sail in each. foaming wave, 

Doom'd from each native joy to part, 
Each dear connection of the heart, 
Yon the poor exile's steps attend. 
The only nndesertiiig friend : 
Yott wing the slow-declining year j 
You dry the solitary tear ; 
And ofl^ with pious guile, restore 
Those scenes he must behold no more. 

O most ador'd of earth or skies f 
To thee ten thousand temples rise ; 
By age retain'd, by youth carest. 
The same dear idol of the breast : 
Deprived of thee, the wretch were poor 
That rolls in heaps of Lydian ore : 
With thee the simple hind is gay, 
Whose toil supports the passing day. 

Hie rose-lip'd Loves that, round their qaea^ 
Dance o'er Cythera's smiling green, 
Thy aid unplore, thy power display 
In many a sweetly-warbled by. 
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For ever in thy sacred shrine, 
Their anextingnish'd torches shine ; 
Idaiian flowers thjBir sweets diffuse, 
And myrtles shed their balmy dews. 
Ah ! s^ propitioos, may*st thoa deign 
To soothe an anxious lover's pain! 
By thee deserted, well I know^ 
His heart would feel no common woe. 
His gentle prayer propitious hear. 
And stop the frequenMalliug tear. 

For me, fair Hope, if once again 
Perchance, to smile on me you deign, 
Be such your sweetly-rural air. 
And such a gracefiil visage wear, 
As when, with TVuth and young Desire, 
Von wak'd the lord of Hagley's lyre -, 
And painted to her Poet*s mind, 
The charms of Lucy, fair and kind. 

But ah I too early lost 1^-^then go, 
Vain Hope, thou harbinger of woe. 
Ah ! no ; — that thought distracts my heart : 
Indulge me, Hope, we must not part. 
Direct the future as yoff please ; 
But give me, give me present ease. 

Sun of the soul ! whose cheerful ray 
Darts o'er this gloom of life a smile ; 

Sweet Hope, yet further gild my way. 
Yet light my weary steps awhile, 

Till thy hir lamp dissolve in endless day. 
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TO PLUTUS. 

Oreat god of wealth, before whose sacred throne 
Truth, honour, genius, fame, and worth lie prone ! 
To thy thronged temples take one votary more : 
To thee a poet never kneePd before. 

Adieu the gods that canght my early prayer ! 
Wisdom that frowned, and Knowledge fraught with 

care; 
Friendship that every veering gale could move; 
And tantalizing Hope, and fidthless Love ! 
These, these are slaves that in tliy livery shine : 
For Wisdom, Friendship, Love himself is thine! 

For thee I'll labour down the mine's dark way. 
And leave the confines of enlivening day ; 
For thee Astnria's shining sands explore, 
And bear the splendors of Potosi's ore ; 
Scale the high rock, and tempt the raging sea, 
And think, and toil, and wish, and wake for thee. 
Farewell the scenes that thoughtless youth could 
The flowery scenes of indolence and ease, [please ; 
Where you the way with magic power begnilcy 
Bassora's deep, or Lybia's deserts smile. 

Foes of thy worth, that, insolent and vain, 
Deride thy ma»ms, and reject thy rei^ ; 
The frantic tribe of virtue shall depart. 
And make no more their ravage in my heart. 
Away < The tears that pity taught to flow !' 
Away that anguish for a brothar'a woe ! 
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Adiea to tliese, and every tiresome gpaest, 

f hat drain'd my fortunes, or destroy'd my rest! . 

Ah, good A.varo ! bould I thee despise ? 
Thee, good Avaro ; provident and wise ? 
Platiis, forgive the bitter things I've said ! 
I love Avaro; poor Avaro's dead. 

Yet, yet I'm thine ; for Fame's unerripg tongiie 
In thy sooth'd ear thus pours her silver song : 
*■ Immortal PlntusJ god of golden ease! 
Form'd every heart, and every eye to please! 
For thee Content her downy carpet spreads. 
And rosy Pleasure swells her genial beds. 
'Tis thine to gild the mansions of Despair, 
And beam a glory round the brows of Care ; 
To cheat the lazy pace of sleepless hours 
With marble fotmtains, and ambrosial bowers/ 

grant me, Plutas, scenes like those I supg, 
My youthful lyre when vernal fancy strung. 
For me their shades let other Studleys rear, 
Though each tree's water'd with a widow's tear. 

Detested god ! — ^forgive me ! I adore. 
Great Ptntns, grant me one petition more. 
Should Delia, tender, generous, fair, and free, 
Leave love and truth, and sacrifice to thee ; 

1 charge thee, Plutus, be to Delia kind. 
And make her fortunes richer than her mind. 

Be ber's the wealth all Heaven's broad eye can view ; 
Grant her, good god, Don Philip and Peru. 
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TO HUMANITY. 

Parent of Virtne, if thine ear 
Attend not now to Sorrow^s cry ; 

If now the pity-streaming tear 
Sboold hq>ly on thy cheek be dry ; 
Indulge my votive strain, O sweet Humanity. 

Come, ever welcome to my breast, 

A tender, bat a cheerfbl guest ; 

Nor ahrays in the gloomy cell 

Of life-consuming Sorrow dwell ; 

For Sorrow, long-indulg'd and slow. 

Is to Humanity a foe ; 

And Grief, that makes the heart its prey. 

Wears Sensibility away : 

Then comes, sweet nymph, instead of thee. 

The gloomy fiend Stupidity. 

O may that fiend be banish'd far, 
Though passions hold eternal war ! 
Nor ever let me cease to know 
The pulse that throbs at joy or woe : 
Nor let my vacant cheek be dry. 
When sorrow fills a brother's eye ; 
Nor may the tear that fireqnent flows 
From private or fi-om social woes. 
E'er make this pleasing sense depart ; 
Ye cares, O hariden not my heart I 

If the fiiir star of fortune smile, 
^t not its flattering power beguile | 
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Nor, borae along the favouring tide, 
My foil sails swell with bloating pride. 
|jet me from wealth bot hope content, 
Remembering still it was but lent : 
To modest merit spread my store, 
Unbar my hospitable door; 
Hot feed, for pomp, an idle train. 
While Want unpitied pines in vain. 

If Heav'n, in every purpose wise. 
The envied lot of wealth denies ; 
If doomed to drag life's painful load 
Through Poverty's uneven road, 
And, for the due bread of the day, 
Destin'd to toil as well as pray ; 
To thee. Humanity, still true, 
I'll wish the good I cannot do ; 
And give the wretch that passes by, 
A soothing wordp— a tear — a sigh, 

Howe'er exalted, or deprest. 

Be ever mine the feeling breast. 

From me remove the stagnant mind 

Of languid indolence, reclin'd ; 

The soul that one long sabbath keeps, 

And through the sun's whole circle sleeps ; 

Doll Peace, that dwells in Folly's eye, 

And self-attending Vanity. 

Alike, the foolish, and the vain 

Are strangers to the sense humane. 

O, for that sympathetic glow 
Which taught the holy tear to flow, 
When the prophetic eye surveyed 
Sion in future ashes laid j 
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Or, raised to Heay*n,.implor'd the bread 

That thoiisands in the desert fed ! 

Or when the heart «'er Friendship's grave 

Sigh'd) — and forgot its power to save — 

O, for that sympathetic glow, 

Mliich taught the holy tear to .flow ! 

It comes: it fills my labooring breast J 
I feel my beating heart opprest. 
Oh ! hear that lonely widow's wail ! 
See her dim eye ! her aspect pale ! 
To Heav'n she tarns in deep despair^ 
Her infants wonder at her prayer, " 
Andy mingling tears they know not why, 
Lift op their little hands and cry. 
O Grod ! their moving sorrows see ! 
^Support them, sweet Humanity. 

life, fill'd with grieTs distressful train, 
For ever asks the tear humane. ' 
Behold in yon unconscious grove 
The victims of ill-fated love ! 
Heard you tliat agonizing throe ? 
Sure this is not romantic woe ! 
The golden day of joy is o*er ; 
And now they part — to meet no more. 
Assist them, hearts from anguisli free ! 
-Assist them, sweet Humanity. 

Parent of Virtue, if thine ear 
Attend not now to Sorrow's cry ; 

If now the pity-streaming tear 
Should haply on thy cheek be dry, 
Indulge my votive strain, O sweet liumanity. 
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TO THE RISING SUN. 

From the red wave rising hright» 
Lift on high thy golden head ; 
O'er the misty moontains, spread 
Thy smiting rays of orient tight ! 
See the golden god appear ; 
FUes the fiend of darkness drear ; 
Flies, and in her gloomy train, 
Sable Grief, and Care, and Pain 1 
See the golden god advance ! 
On Tanrus' heights his coursers prance : 
With him haste the vernal hours. 
Breathing sweets, and drooping flowers. 
Langhing Summer at his side, 
Waves her locks in rosy pride ; 
And Autumn bland with aspect kind, 
Bears his golden sheaf behind. 
O haste, and spread the purple day 
O'er all the vride ethereal way ! 
If ature mourns at thy delay : 
God of glory, haste away ! 
From the red wave rising bright, 
' Lift on bigh thy golden head ; 

O'er the misty moimtains, spread 
Thy smiling rays of orient tight ! 
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A FAREWELL. HYMN 

TOTHfi 
TALLET OF IRWAN. 

Farewell the ^l<]s of Irwan't Tale, 
My infimt yean where Faocy led ; 

And sooUi'd me with the western galCy 
Her wfld dreams waving round my head, 

Wliile the bUthe blackbird told his tale : 

Farewell the fields of Irwan's vale ! 

Tlie primrose on the valley's side, 
The green thyme on the mountain's head, 

The wanton rose, the daisy pied, 
The wilding's blossom blushing red \ 

No longer I their sweets inhale : 

Farewell the fields of Irwan's vale ! 

How oft, within yon vacant shade. 
Has evening closed my careless eye ! 

How oft, along those banks, I've stray*d. 
And watch'd the wave that wandered by ! 

Fnll long their loss shall I bewail : 

Farewell the fields of Irwan*s vale ! 

Yet still, witliin yon vacant grove, 
To mark the close of parting day ; 

Along yon flowery banks to rove. 
And watch the wave that winds away ; 

Fair Fancy sure shall never fail, 

ThPO|[h far iron^ these, and In/mn's vi|le ! 
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TO 

THE ETERNAL PROVIDENCE. 

Life of the worlds Immortal Mind ! 
Father of all the human kind! 
Whose boundless eye that knows no rest, 
Intent on Nature's ample breast ; 
Explores the space of ^rth and skies^ 
And sees eternal incense rise ! 
To thee my humble voice 1 raise ; 
Forgive, whUe I presume to praise. 

Though tiiou this transient being gave^ 
That shortly sinks into the grave ; 
Yet 'twas thy goodness, still to give 
A being that can think and live ; 
In all thy works thy wisdom s6e, 
And stretch its towering mind to thee t 
To thee my humble voice 1 raise ; 
Forgive, while I presume to praise* 

And still this poor contfaicted span, 
This life, that bears the name of Mmij 
From thee derives it» vital tay, 
Eternal Source of life and day f 
Thy bounty still the sunshine poui^^ 
That gilds its mom and evening hours } 
To thee my humble voice I raise ; 
Forgive, while I presume to praise. 

Throu|^ Error's maze, through Folly's nif^f 
The lamp of Reason lends me light* 
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When stern Afflictioo waves her rod. 
My heart confides m thee, my God I 
When Nature shrinks, oppressed with woes. 
E'en then she findfl in thee repose : 
To thee my humble voice I raise ; 
Forgive, while I presume to praise. 

Affliction flies, and Hope returns ; 
Her lamp with brighter splendour burns ; 
Gay Love with all his sn^ing train, 
And Peace and Joy are here again. 
These, these, I know, 'twas thine to give ', 
I trusted ; and, behold, I live! 
To thee my humble voice I raise ; 
Forgive, while I presuno to pnuse. 

• 

O may I still thy fiiveur prove ! 
Still grant me gratitude and love : 
Let truth and virtue guide my heart ; 
Ndr peace, nor hope, nor joy depart: 
But yet, whatever my life may be, 
My heart shall. still repose on thee I 
To thee my humble voice I raise ! 
Forgive, while I presume to praise* 
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THE DEATH OF ADONIS. 

FROM THB C^REBIC OF BION '. 

1759. 

Adonis dead % the muse of vroe shall mourn ; 

Adonis dead^ the weeping Loves return. 
The Queen of Beauty o*er his tomb shall shed* 
Her flowing sorrows for Adonis dead ; 

I Bion> the paitAnl peet, lired ia Itae time of Ptotfmy 
PhUadelphns. hy the epithet Zfxvfvtu^f every where up. 
pUed ti» hUp, ii is probable that he was bom at Smyrna. 
Moscbns cooflrms this, when he says to the fiver M cles, 
which had before wept for Homer, 



'Titei dcfrxpvuf 



Ni/v Tta'hy aXXsv 



It is evident, taiowever, that he spent much of his time in 
Sicily. Moschus, as he tells us, whs his scholar; and bv 
Jiim we are informed, that his master was not a poor poet. 
* Thoa hast left to others thy riches,' says he, ' but to me 
tby poetry.* It appears from the same author tliat he died 
by poison. The best edition of his wnrlis, is that of Parif, 
by M. de Longe-Pierre, with a French translation. 

* Adonis, the £svourite of Venus, was the son of Cynaras, 
king uf Cyprus. His chief employment was hunting, though 
be is represented by Virgil as a shepherd, 

Oves ad flumina pavit Adonis. 

He was killed by a wild boar, if we nuqr believe Proper, 
titts, in Cyprus. 

VOL. II. I 
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For earth's cold lap her velvet coach forego. 

And robes of purple for the weeds of woe. 
Adonis dead, the muse of woe shall moom ; 
Adonis dead, the weeping Loves return^ 

Stretch'd on this motintain thy torn lover lies ; 

Weep, Queen of Beauty ! for he bleeds — he dies. 

Ah ! yet behold life's last drops faintly flow, 

In streams of purple, o'er those limbs of snow ! 

From the pale cheek the perish'd roses fly ; 

And death dijms slow the ghast]y-ga«ing eye. 

Kiss, kiss those lading lips, ere chill'd in death ; 

With soothing fondness stay the fleeting breath. 

Tisvain — ahi give the soothing fondness o'er! 

Adonis feels the warm salute no more. 
Adonis dead, the mnse of y^oe shall mourn ; 
Adonis dead, the weeping Loves return. 

His faithful dogs ^ bewail their master slain. 

And mourning dryads pour the plaintive strain. 



-PercnsBit AdAnim 



Venantem Idalio vertice durus Aper. 

The anniversary of hU death was celebrated tbroagh the 
whole Pagan world. Aristophanes, in his Comedy of Peace, 
reckons the feast of Adonis amoni; the chief fesfivals of the 
Athenians. The Syrians observed it with all the violence of 
grief, and the greatest cruelty of self-castigation. It wa/i 
celebrated at Alexandha in St. Cyril's time; and when 
Julian the apostate made his entry at Antiocfi, in the year 
!i62, they were celebrating the feast of Adonis. 

The. ancients differ greatly in their accounts of this diTi. 
nity. Athenaeus says, that he was the fiavonrite of Bacchus. 
Plutarch maintains, that he and Bacchus are the same ; and 
that the Jews abstained from swine's flesh, because Adonis 
was killed by a boar. Ausonius, Epig;. 30, afllrms that Bac- 
chus. Osiris, and Adonis, are one and' the same. 

s The lines in the original run thai: 

Ayptov (tprptov iXx©* lyji xaitt fxnfot A Jovif. 
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Kot the fiiir yoath alone the wonnd opprest. 
The Qaeen of Beauty bean it in her breast : 
Her feet uosandal'd, floating wild her hair, 
Her aspect wofiil» and her bosoiv bare, 
Distrest, she wandeia the wild wastes forlorn ^ 
Her sacred limbs by mthless brambles torn, 
liood as she grieves, snrroonding rocks compUdn, 
And echo through the long vales calls her absent 

swain. 
Adonis hears not : life's last drops fall slow, 
]n streams of purple, down his limbs of snow : 
The weeping Cupids roqnd their queen deplore, 
And mourn her beauty, and her love no more. 
Each rival grace, that glow'd with conscious pride, 
Each charm of Venus with Adonis died. 

Adonis dead, the vocal hills bemoan. 
And hollow groves return the saddening groan. 
The swelling floods ^ with sea-bom Yemis weep, 
And roll in mourafiil murmurs to the deep: 

Kstwf fjuy /txipi ireuia ^iXoi %s/vtS ^fvaamy 

Tjhe two first of these lines contain a kind of wittici9in, 
wtiich it was better to avoid.— This author bad, however, 
Coo much true genius to l>e fond of these little affected turns 
of expression, wfiich Mnsaeus and others have been indas* 
trions to.0trilie out. 

These four verses are transposed in the translation, for 
.the salie of the connection. 

• 4 This Image of the sorrow of Venus is very affecting, and 
i« Introduced In this place with great lieaoty and propriety. 
'Indeed, most modern poets seem to have olwerved It, and 
luve profited by it in their scenes of elegiac woe. 

A When the poet makes the rivers mourn for Venus, b<> 
very properly calls her A^po^irv; but this propriety perhaps 
was merely accidental, as; be has given her the same appel- 
^tlon whea she wanders the desert. 
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In meltiDg tears the moantaiiMpriDgs comply; 
The flowers, low-drooping, blush ^ with grief, and 

die. 
Cythera's groves with strains of sorrow nog; 
The dirge funereal her sad dties sing 7, . 
Hark! pitying echoes Venns* sighs Tetam ; 
When Venus sighs, can aught forbear to moiinr? 

Bat when she saw her fainting lover fie, 
The wide wound gaping on the withering thigh ; 
But streaming when she saw Ufe's purple tide, 
Stretch'd her iair arms, with treml^g voice she 

cried; 
* Yet stay, lov'd youth I a moment ere we part, 
O let me kiss thee ! — iiold thee to my heart ! 
A Uttle moment, dear Adonis! stay ! 
And kiss thy Venus, ere those lips are clay. 
Let thdse dear lips by mine onee more be piest, 
Till thy last breath expire into my breast; 



Ar^ia S* s^ oiwas tf,j9panttreu.' 



Paleness being the known effect of grief, we do not at fint 
sight accept tliis expression; bat when we consider that the 
first emotions of it are attended witli blnsbes, we are 
pleased witb the observation. 

7 ah Kt/^f q 

Umvai ava xHt^w^ vtu etvu w7oXtv oix7fpv aci&t. 

This passage the scholiasts have entirely miaiyidentood. 
They make Kty^pn Venus, for which they haye neither any 
authority, the Doric name she borrows from thai ialaad 
beiug always Ku^tpua, nor the least probat>iiity from the 
connection. 

This proves that the island Cythera was the place where 
Adonis perished, notwithstanding the opinion of Propertins 
and others to the contrary. 
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Then^ when life's ebbing pulse scarce, scarce can 

mo?e, 
in catch thy sonl, and drink thy dying love. 
Titat last-left pledge shall soothe my tortar'd 

breast, 

Vlien thou art gone 

When, far from me, thy gentle ghost explores 
Infernal Plato's grimly*gloomtng shores. 

* Wretch that I am ! immortal and divine, 
In life imprisoned whom the fates confine. 
He conies ! receive him to thine iron arms ; 
Blest Queen of Deatii ! receive the Prince of 

Cbarmi). 
Far happier thou, to whose wide realms repair 
Whatever lovely, and whatever fair. 
The smiles of joy, the golden hours are fled: 
Grief, only grief, survives Adonis dead. 

* The loves around in idle sorrows stand. 
And the dim torch falls from the vacant hand. 
Hence the vain zone ! the myrtle's flowery pride ! 
Delight and beauty with Adonis died. 

* Why didst thou, venturous, the wild diase ex- 

plore. 
From his dark lair to rouze the tnsky boar? 
Far other sport might those iair limbs essay. 
Than the rude combat, or the savage flray.* 

Thus Venus griev'd — the Cupids round deplore ; 
And moum her beauty, and her love no more. 
Now flowing tears in silent grief complain. 
Mix with the purple streams, and flood the plain. 
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Yet not in vain th<Me sacred drops sball flo#y' 
The purple streams in blushing roaes glow : 
And catching life from every felling tear, 
* Their asore heads anemonies shall rear. 

But cease in vain to cherish dire despair. 
Nor InOnm dnpitied to the mountain-air ; 
Hie last sad office let thy hand supply. 
Stretch the stiff limbs, and close the glaring eye. 
That form repos'd beneath the bridal vest. 
May cheat thy sorrows with the feint of rest; 
For lovely smile those lips, though void of breath. 
And feir those features in the shade of death. 
Haste, fill with flowers, with rosy wreaths his bed. 
Perish the flowers ! the Prince of Beiinty's dead. 
Round the pale corse each breathing essence 

Strew; 
Let weeping myrtles pour their balmy dew. 
Perish the balms, unable to restore 
Those vital sweets of love that charm no more ! 

Tis done. — Behold, with purple robes array'd, 
In moumfel state the clay-cold limbs are hud. 
The Loves lament with all the rage of woe. 
Stamp on the dart, and break the useless, bow. 
Officious these the watry um supply, [thiglu 
Uiibidd the buskin'd leg, and wash the bleeding 
O'er the pale body those their light wings wave. 
As yet, though vain, solicitous to save. 

All, wild with grief, their hapless queen deplore. 
And mourn her beauty, and her love no more. 
Defected Hymen droops his head forlom. 
His torch extinct, and flowejry treses torn : 
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For nuptial airs, and songs of joy, remain 
The sad, slow dkge, the sorrow-breathing strain. 
Who would net, when Adonis dies, deplore? 
Who would not weep when Hymen smiles no 

more? 
The graoes mourn the Prince of Beauty slain, 
Lioud as Dione on her native main : 
The Fates relenting join the general woe. 
And call the lover from the realms below. 
Vain, hopeless grief! can living sounds pervade 
The dark, dead regions of eternal shade ? 
Spare, Venos, spare that too luxuriant tear. 
For the long sorrows of the mournful year^* 



THE 

HAPPINESS OF A MODERATE FORTUNE 
AND MODERATE DESIRES. 

FROM THE FRENCH OF M. CRESSET. 
1760. 

O GODDESS of the golden meah. 

Whom still misjudging Folly flies, 
Seduc'd by each delusive scene ; 

Thy only subjects are the wise : 
These seek thy paths with nobler aim. 
And trabe them to the gates of tame. 

s Nuraa seems to have borrowed the castom he institutetf 
of moaraing a year for the deceased from the Greeks. For 
thoagh it is said only ten month3 were set apart, yet tea 
months were the year of Romulas till regulated by his sue 
cesser. 
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See foster'd in thy iavoariog shade. 

Each tender bard of verse divine! 
Who Inr'd by fortune's rmn parade. 

Had never form'd the tuneful line ; 
By fortune lnr*d or want confin'd,^ 
Whose cold hand chills the genial mind. | 

In vain you slight the flowery crown. 
That fame wreathes round the favoured head ; 

Whilst laoreird victory and renown 
Their heroes firotn thy shades have led ; 

There form'd, ironi courtly sofhies^free. 

By jrigid virtue and by thee. 

By thee were form'd, from cities far, 

Fabricius just, Camillus wise, I 

Tliose philosophic sons of war, 

That from imperial dignities 
Returning, ploiigh'd their native plain. 
And placed their laurels in thy ilme. 

Thrice happy he on whose calm breast 

The smiles of peaceful wisdom play. 
With all thy sober, charma possest, 

Whose urishes sever learnt to stray ; 
Whom trath, of pleasures pure but grave, 
And pensive thoughts from folly save. 

Far from the crowd's low-thoughted strife, 
From all that boimds fair freedom's aim, 

He eaivies not the pomp of life, 
A length of rent-roll, or of name: 

For safe he views the Vale-grown elm, [o'erwbebiK 

While thander-sounding storms the mountaia pine 
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Of censure's frown he feels no dread. 

No fear be Juiowb of vulgar eye&y 
^Wfaose thonglit, to nobler objects led, 

Far, fiur O'er their horizon flies : 
With Reason's snfirage at his side. 
Whose flrni heart rests seltotisfied. 

And while alternate conquest sways 
The northern, or the southern shore, 

He smiles at Fortune's giddy maze, 
And calmly hears the wild storm roar. 

Ev'n Nature's groans, unmov'd with fear, 

And bursting worlds he^ calmly hear. 

Snch are the iaitbiul hearts you love, 

O Friendship fair, immortal maid ; 
The few caprice could never move. 

The few whom interest never sway'd ; 
Nor shed unseen, with hate refin'd, 
The pale cares o'er the gloomy mind. 

Soil sleep, that lov'st the peaceful cell. 
On these descends thy balmy power ; 

Wliile no terrific dreams dispel 
TheAlumbers of the sober hour; 

Which oft, array 'd in darkness drear, 

Wake tlie wild eye of pride to fear. 

Content witli all a iarm would yield. 
Thus Sidon's monarch liv'd unknown. 

And sigh'd to leave his little field. 
For the long glories of a throne 

There once more happy and more free, 

Ihan rank'd with Dido's ancestry. 
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With these pacific Tirtoes blest^ 
These charms of philosophic ease. 

Wrapt in your Richmond's tranqofl rest, 
Yoo pass, dear O ■ , yoor luefbl days ; 

Where Thames yotar silent valhes laves, 

Proud of his yet untainted waves. 

Should life's more public scenes engage 
Your time that thus consistent flows. 

And tbllowing still these maxims sage 
For ever brings the same repose ; 

Your worth may greater iame prociuie : 

But hope not luppiness so pure. 



FROM PETRARCH. 

1766. 

SONNET CLXXIZ. 



Though nobly bom^ to humble life resign'd; 

The purest heart, the most enlightened muid; 

A vernal flower that bears the flvits of age I 

A cheerful spirit^ with an aspect sage, 

The power that rules the planetary train 

To her has given, nor shall bis gifts be vain. 

But on her worth, her various praise to dwell, 

The truth, the merits of her life to tell, 

The Muse herself would own the task too hard. 

Too great the labour for the happiest bard. 

Dress that derives from native beauty grace. 

And love that holds with honesty his place : 

Action that speaks — ^and eyes whose piercing ray 

Might kmdle darkness, or obscure the day I 
• ••♦•• 
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SONNET CCLXXIX. 



t*ALL'N tbe fiiir colamn, blasted is the bay, 

That shaded once my solitary shoVe ! 

I've lost what hope can never give me more, 
Thongh sought from Indus to the closing day. 
My twofold treasure death has snatch'd away^ 

My pride, my pleasure, left me to deplore ; 
What fields far-coltiu-'d, nor imperial sway, 

Nor orient gold, nor jewels can restore. 
O destiny severe of human kind ! 

What portion have we unbedew'd with tears ? 
The downcast visage, and the pensive mind, 

Through the thin veil of smiling life appears; 
And in one moment vanish into wind 

The hsfrd-earn'd fruits of long, laborious y^art. 
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Where is that face, whose slightest air could move 
My trembUngtheart, and strike the springs of love? 
That Heaven, where two fair stars, with genial ray, 
Shed their kind influence on my life's dim way ? 
Where are that science, sen^, and worth coldest; 
That speech by virtue, by the graces drest? 
Where are those beauties, where those charms com* 
That caused this long captivity of mind ? [bui'dj 
Where the diear shade of all that once was feir. 
The source, the solace of each amorous care ; 
My heart's sole sovereign, Nature's only boast? 
<«— — Lost to the world, to me for ever lost ( 
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SONNET CCXXXVIII. 

Wail'd the sweet warbler to the lonely shade ; 

Trembled the green leaf to the summer gale ; 

Fell the fair stream in murmurs down the dale, 
Its banks, its flowery banks with verdure spread ; 
Where, by the charm of pensive Fancy led, 

All as I fram'd the love-lamenting tale. 

Came the dear object whom I still bewail. 
Came from the regions of the cheerless dead : 
' And why, (she cried) untimely wilt thou die ? 
Ah why, for pity, shall those mournful tears 

Start in wild sorrow from that languid eye ? 
Cherish no more those visionary fears, 

For me, who range yon light-ipvested sky! 
For me, who triumph in eternal years!' 



THE 

PASTORAL PART 

OF 

MILTON'S EPITAPHIUM DAMONIS. 

O FOR the soft lays of Himeria*s maids ! 
•The strains that died in Arethiisa's shades ; 
Tun'd to wild sorrow on her mournful shore. 
When Daphnis, Hylfts, Bion breath'd no more! ' 
Thames' vocal wave shall every note prolong. 
And all his villas learn the Doric song. 
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How Thyrsis raoam'd his loog-Uv'd Damoo dead, 
What siglis he atter'd, and what tears he slied— 
Ye dim retreats, ye waodering foontams know, 
Ye desert wilds bore witness to his woe : 
Where oft in grief he past the tedious day, 
Or lonely langolsh'd the dull night away. 

Twice had the fields their blooming honours bore ; 
And Autumn twice resigned his golden store, 
Unconscious of his loss, while Thyrsis staid 
To woo the sweet muse in the Tuscan shade : 
Crown'd with her favour, when he sought again 
His flock tbrsaken, and his native plain ; 
When to his old elm's wonted shade returned— 

Then then, he miss'd his parted fHend and 

moum*d. 

And ' Go, (he cried) my tender lambs, adieu! 
Your wretdied master has no time for yon. 
Yet are there pow'rs divine in earth or sky i 
Gods can they be who destin'd thee to die? 
And sfaalt thou mix with shades of vulgar name ; 
. Ix»st thy &ir honours, and forgot thy ^me? 
Not he, the god whose golden wand restrains 
The pale-ey'd people of the gloomy plains, 
Of Damon's fiite shall thus regardless be. 
Or suffer vulgar shades to herd with thee.' 
Then go, he cried, &c. 

Yet while one strain my trembling tongue may 

try, 
Not unlamented, shepherd, shalt thou die. 
Long in these fields thy fame shall flourish fair. 
And Daphnis only greater honours share j 
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To Daphnis only purer vows be paid, 
While Pkn or Pales loves the vulgar shades 
If truth or science may survive the grave, 
Or, what is more, a poet's inendsliip save. 
Then go, &c. 

These, these are thme : for me what hopes remain ? 
Save of long sorrow, and of angnisb vain. 
For who, stdl faithful to my side, shall go, 
like thee, through regions clad with chilling snow? 
like thee, the rage of fiery summers bear. 
When fades the wan flower in the bnmmg air? 
The lurking dangers of the chase essay. 
Or soothe with song and various tales the day? 
Then go, &c. 

To whom shall I my hopes and fears impart? 
Or trust the cares and follies of my heart P ' 
Whose gentle councils put those cares to flight? 
Whose cheerful converse cheat the tedious night? 
The social hearth when autumn's treasures store^' 
Chill blow the winds without, and through the bkak 
Then go, £cc. [efan roar. 

When the fierce suns of summer noons invade. 
And Pan reposes in the green-wood shade, [deep. 
The shepherds hide, the nymphs plunge down the 
And waves the hedge-row o'er the ploughman's sleep. 
Ah ! who shall charm with such address refin'dy 
Such attic wit, and elegance of mind? 
Then go, &c. 

Alas ! now lonely round my fields I stray, 
And lonely seek the pasture's wonted way. . 
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Or in Bome dim vale's mournful shade repose — 
There pensive wait the weary day's slow close. 
While showers descend, the gloomy tempest raves, 
And o'er my head the struggling twilight waves. 
Then go, &c 

Where once fair harvest doth'd my cnltnr'd plain. 
Now weeds obscene and vexing brambles reign ; 
The groves of myrtle and the clustering vine 
Delight no more, for joy no more is mine : 
My flocks no longer find a master's care ; 
£v*n piteons as they gaze with looks of dumb despair. 
Then go, &c. 

Thy hazel, l^tims, has no charms for me ; 
Nor yet thy wild ash, lov'd Alphasibee. 
No more shall fancy weave her rural dream, 
By iEgon's willow, or Amynta's stream, 
The trembling leaves, the fountain's cool serene, 
The murmuring zephyr, and the mossy green — 
These smile nnseen, and those unheeded play, 
I cut my shrubs, and careless walk'd away. 
Then go, &c. 

Mopsus, who knows what fates the stars dispense, 
And solves the grove's wild warblings into sense; 
Thus Mopsus mark'd — * l^hat thus thy spleen can 

move? 
Some baleful planet, or some hopeless love? 
The star of Saturn oft annoys the swain. 
And in the dull cold breast long holds his leaden 

Then go, &c. [reign.' 

The nymphs too, piteous of their shepherd's wqe^ 
Came the sad cause solicitous to know. 
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* Is this the port of jocnnd yooth, (they cr^ 
That look disgusted, and that downcast eye? 
Gay smiles and iove on that soft season wait ; 
He*s twice a wretch whom beauty wounds too Hie \* 
Then go, &c. 

One gentle tear the British Chloris ga?e, 
Chloris the grace of Maldon's purple wave — 
In vain— my grief no toothing words disarm. 
No future hopes, nor present good can charoi* 
Then go, &c. 

The happier flocks one social spirit moves. 
The same their sports, their pasture8,and their loves j 
Their hearts to no peculiai* object tend, 
None knows a fiivourite, or selects a friend. 
So herd the various natives of the main. 
And Proteus drives in crowds his scaly train ; 
The feather'd tribes too find an easier fate, 
The meanest sparrow still enjoys his mate ; 
And when by chance or wearing age she dies. 
The transient loss a second choice sapplies. 
Man, hapless man, for ever deom'd to know 
The dire vexations that from discord flow, 
In all the countless numbers of his kind, 
Can scarcely meet with one congenial mind : 
If haply found, death wings the fatal dart. 
The tender union breaks, and break^ his heart. 
Then go, &c. 

^ Milton teemt to have borrowed this senliraeat teun 
. Guarinl. 

Cbe se t* assale a la caaala etate 

Amoroso talento, 
Havrai doppio tormento, 
E di quel, cbe potendo non volesti, 
£ dl quel, che voleodo boo polrai. 
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Ah me! what-eiror tempted me to go 
O'er foreign mountains, and through Alpine snow? 
Too great tiie price to mark in Tyber's gloom 
The mouiniiil image of departed Rome; 
Nay, yet immortal, could she boast again 
The glories of her nniversal reign. 
And all that Maro left his fields to see. 
Too great the purchase to abandon thee ! 
To leave thee in a land no longer seen ! — 
Bid mountains rise, and oceans roll between!-— 
Ah ! not embrace thee ; — not to see thee die! 
Meet thy last looks, or close thy languid eye ! 
Not one fond farewell with thy shade to send, 
Nor bid thee thhik of thy surviving friend 1 
Then go, &c. 

Ye Tuscan shepherds, pardon me this tear ! 
Dear to the Muse, to me for ever dear! 
The youth T mourn a Tuscan title bore- 
See Lydian Lucca? for her sou deplore! 
O days of ecstasy! when wrapt I kiy 
Where Amo wanders down his flowery way— 
Pluck'd the pale violet,, press'd the velvet mead, 
Or bade the myrtle's balmy fragrance bleed! — 
Delighted, heard amid the rural throng, 
M enalcas strive with Lycidas in song. 
Oft would my voice the mimic strain essay, 
Nor haply all unheeded was ray lay : 



* The Tuicaos were a branch of the Pelasgl that migrated 
int^ Europe, not many as;€8 after the dispersion. Some of 
tbem roarclied by land as fkr as Lydia, and from thence d«- 
oebed a colony under the conduct of Tyrscnns to Italy. 
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For, shephfjch, yet> It boast jwiiPgeiieraiwnieedy' 
The osier basket^ and compacted rood?: 
Franoino crovm'd'me with -a poet's- fiune, 
And Dati ^taught tiis beeehea groves mjp. i 
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JUILTaN'& ITALIAN POEMS. 

ADDRESSED TO 

A 6CNTLEMAN OF 1TAX.Y. 



1^. SIQNOR MOZZIi 

OF MACEBJftA, 

To thee^ tlie- child, of daflsic plains^ 

The happier hand, of Nature gave 
Each grace of Fancy's, finer strains. 

Each Moae that monm'd o'er Mai:o*s grare. 

Nor yet the harp that Hoiaca strong 

Witi» many » charm of easy art; 
Nor yet what sweet Tibnllns snog, 

When beauty, boond him to her heart; 

Nor all that gentle Provence knew, 
Where each breeze bore a lover^ sigh, 

IVhen Petrarch's sweet persuasion drew 
The tender woe from Laura's eye; 

• ' When If Ut«a wm in lUly, Carlo Dati was professor of 
pbiloiopby at Florence— a liberal friend to men of scoioa 
and IcaxniDg. as well foreigners as his own couBtrymjen* Ht 
wrot« a panegyric and some poems oo i4ail9 XIV. besides 
vtlwr tracts. 



Nor aught that nobler Science aeeks> 
What tnitb, what Turtne most avoids 

Nor aught the voice of Nature wpenksy 
To thee onknown^ or uneqjoy'ck 

O wise beyond each weaker akn. 
That weda the soul to- thif low ^here, 

Fond to indolge the feeble lraiiie» 
That hokto awhile her poaoner here! 

Tmst me, my friend^ that son! aowives, 
(If e'er had Miiae prophetic skill) 

And when the filled hour arrims, 
That all her &ealties shaU fill^ 

Fit for some nobler frame she flies^ 

Afar to find a second birtb^ 
And, flonrishing in fiumr shies. 

Forsakes hernoraevy qitisaitL 

Oh ! there, my Mozsd^ to- behold 

The man that raoum'd his conntry-s wrong-, 
When the poor exile left his fbid, 

And feebly dvagg'd his goat albng*' ! 

On Pbto's halIow^i breast to lean, 
And catch that ray of heavenly fire, 

Which smoothed a tyrant's sallen mien, 
And bade the cruel thoogbt retire ! 

Amid those fdiry-fieMs to dwell. 
Where Tasso*s fhvour*d spirit saw 

What numbers none, but his could tell, 
What pencils none, but Ms^ could draw!' 

< Haocetlamvlxtltyrediico. VIRGv 
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And oft at eve, if eve can be 

Beneath the source of glory's smiie^ 

To range Elysian groves, and see 
That Nightly Visitant— ere while. 

Who, when he left immortal choirs, 
To mix with Milton's kindred sonl, 

The la^bours of their golden lyres 
Would steal,-and ' whisper whence he stole.' 

Ausonian bard, from my fond ear 
By seas and mountains sever'd long. 

If, chance, these hnrable strains to hear. 
You leave your more melodious song; 

Whether, adventurous, yon explore 

The wilds of Apenninus' brow. 
Or, rousing near Loretto'S ' shore. 

Smile piteous on the pilgrim's vow. 

The Muse's gentle offering still 
Your ear shall win, your love shall woo, 

And these spring-flowers of Milton fill 
The favour'd vales where first they grew. 

For me, depriv'd of all that's dear, 
Elach fair, fond partner of my life^ 

Left with a lonely oar to steer. 
Through the rude storms of mortal strife; — 

When Care, the felon of my days, 
Expands his cold and gloomy wing; 

His load when strong Affliction lays 
On hope, the besM*t's elastic spring : 

• Withhi a few milei of Macersu. 
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For me what solace yet remains, 

Save the sweet Muse's tender lyre -, 
Soothed by the magic of her strains, 

If, chance^ the felon, Care, retire? 

Save the sweet Muse's tender lyre. 

For me no solace now remains ! 
Yet shall the felon. Care, retire ', 

Sooth'd by. the magic of her strains. 

BLAGDON HOUSE, 

June 26, 1776. 



80NNET I. 

O LADY fair, whose honoured name is borne 
By tliat soft vale where Rhyne so loves to stray, 
And sees the tall arch crown his watery way! 

Sore, happy he, though much the Muse's scorn, 
Too dull to die beneath thy beauty's ray, 
Who never felt that spirit's charmed sway. 

Which gentle smiles, and gentle deeds adorn. 

Though in those smiles are all love's arrows worn, 
Each radiant virtue though those deeds display 1 

Sure, happy he who that sweet voice shonld hear 
Mould the soft speech, or swell the tuneful strain. 
And, conscious that his humble vows were vain. 

Shut fond. Attention from his closed ear^ 
Who, piteous of himself, should timely part, 
Ere love had hel^ long empire in bis heart ! 
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As o*er yon wild hiU^ wben llie bno^Mier light 
Of evening fiilb, the village-imuden hies 
To foster some fiur plant intkiowl sapplief^ 

Some stranger plant, that, yet in tender plight^ 

Bat feebly bods, ere Spring has open'd quite 
The soft affections of serener skies ; 
So I, with such like gentle thought devise 

This stranger tongue to cultivate with care, 

All for the sake of lovely la4y. Air ; 
And tune my lays in language little tried 

By such as wont to Tamis' banks repair,— 
Tamis' forsook Cbr Amo's flowery side, 
So wrought Love's, will tba^ ever ruieth vvidel 



BONNBT in. 

CttARLB», most fsay, what strange itseems to njf 
This rebei heart tint liove bath held as naught, 
Or, haply, in his cunning^ mases caogfa^ 

\Vbflld hmgh, and letbis- captive steri away ; 

T9i» simple heart hath now become his prey. 
. Yet hath no golden tresstlris lesson taught. 

Nor vermeil cheek that sbame» the rism^ day; 

Oh ! no— 'twas Beauty's most celesttal^ray, 
With charms divine of sovereign sweetness 

The noble mien, the soul-dissolving air, [fraught! 
The bright arch bending o'er the lucid eye, 
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The voice tbaty breathing melody so mns^ 

Might lead tiie totl'd moon fttom the middle sky i 

Charles, when auch mischief afrnt'd this ibreigB ftir. 
Small dmnoe had I to hope this simple heait 
should i^. 



SONNET IT. 

In troth I feel my sun in those fair eyM, 
So strongly sti^e tl|6y, like that poweifal ray, 
Which faUs wilhall the violence of day 

On Lybia'ft sands-i^andoftv as there^ arise. 

Hot wasting vaponr^from the sovree where lies 
Sfy secret pain ; yet> hapty^ thoee may soy, 

Who talk Love's language, these are only sigbs^ 
That the solbaniors of Hie soul betray '. 



SONNET V. 

An artless yonth^ who shnpie in.hiftlove, 
Seetn'd little bf^efiiL from, his heart to iy^ 
Ta thee that heart, (X ladgr, noi> deny 

The votii« gift> be brings ; aiac» that shall prove 

All dbangft and fear and.falsily aboveu 
Of manners that to gentle deeds comply, 
And courteous will, that never asketh why; 

Yet, mild as is the never-wrathful dove, 

1 The coneeUi of the Italian in the concluaion of this 
Sonnet were bo obstinate, that it seemed scarce possible to 
reduce them into any reputable form of translation. Snch 
trifllDsJiberties at the translator shall appcaf to bavo^tittn 
witlitli«se Poems, mast bie inipHted ta % d»sire of: getting 
evetrbtoatebeszttfe ttaLJsin c Jti BA. 
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Finnneaf it hath, and fortitude to bear 
The wrecks of nature, or the wrongs of hte. 

From envy far, and low-designing care. 
And hopes and fears tliat vulgar minds await. 
With the sweet Muse, and sounding lyre elate. 

And only weak, when love bad entrance there. 



CANZON. 



Gay youths and frolic damsels round me throng. 
And smiling say, * Why, shepherd, wilt thoa 
Thy lays of love adventurous to recite [write 
In unknown numbers and a foreign tongue?— 
Shepherd, if Hope hath ever wrought thee wron|r» 
Afar from her and Fancy's fairy light 
Retire' — So they to sport vrith me delight; 
* And other shores, (they say,) and other streams 
Thy presence wait ; and sweetest flowers that 

blow, 
Their ripening blooms reserve for thy fair brow. 
Where glory soon shall bear her brightest beams ;'— 
Thus they, and yet their soothing little seems ; 
If she, for whom I breathe the tender tow. 
Sing these soft lays, and ask the mothal song. 
This is thy language, Love, and I to thee belong! 



FllilS. 



C. WHtrnwGHAM, Prlntrr, Union Baildinp. Leather Laiir. 
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TO THE 

POEMS OF DR. LANGHORNE. 

(see TOL. XXXVI.) 



TOTHB 

AUTHOR OF ARMINE AND ELVTRA '. 

Tkue to the cares that led thy early yovtii 
Through paths where science points to taste and 

troth ; 
Tme to the hopes that lettered labour knows. 
Watching the bloom of genios as it blows ; 
True to the generous pleasures that attend, 
When smiling fruits tlie cultur'd branches bend ; 
Oh, with that Muse, wh^ gifts like these can giye, 
live in long favour, long {Section, live I 

For me, who, once with happier fortunes bless'd. 
Felt in the feast of life a finer zest; 
Who gain'd, nnk)aded wkh the weii^t of years, 
The port where every hiiiiiai» vessel steers ; 
Since Death, with Nature's noblest works at striftf, 
Qoench'd the fair star that imil'd upon my life: 
For me, what cbarrns, what lenitives remam, 
Save the soft measnres oif some soothing strain? 
And snch were thine* : when in that lowly shade^ 
Where, now lottg lost, my tender hopes are laid, 

> A Ittmdsrjr tale, to two iMrti, hf Edttia^ Gartwright. 

ai» A* 

* Allvding to CoDitsottt, sd elegy to the meBioqr of Mia. 
lABghorne. 
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Tby tonefbl vioe stole sweetly on my ear. 
And tby eye sweil'd the nnivereal tear. 

For sadi fair service may thy gentle heart. 
Where once I held, and long wodM hold a party 
Shonld it beneath almighty love's control 
Sigh for the nntuality of soul, 
Meet each mild virtue in* its fotare fair, ^ 
Like Armine love, and find Elvira there. 



TBS 

HAPPINESS OF A MODERATE FORTUNE, 

AND MODERATE DESIRES. 

From the French qfM. Ortuet. WrUUn in 1760. 

O GODDESS of the golden mean, 

Whom still misjudging folly flies, 
•Sednc*d by each delusive scene ; 

Thy only subjects are the wise. 
These seek thy paths with nobler aim. 
And trace them to the gates of Fame. 

See, foster'd in thy favonring shade, 

E^ch tender bard of verse divine \ 
Who, lur'd by fortune's vain parade, ' 

Had never form'd the tnnefiil line; 
By fortune lur'd, or want confined, 
Whose cold hand chills the genial mind. 

In vain you slight the flowery crown 
That fame wreaths round the favonr'd head ! 

Whilst laureVd victory and renovm 
Their heroes from thy shades have led ; 

There ibrm'd, flrom courtly softness free, 

By rigid virtue and by thee. 
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By thee werefomi'd, from cities htf 

Fabricias just, Camillus wise, 
Those philosophic sons of war, 

That, from imperial dignities 
Retnniiog, ploagh'd their Datire plain. 
And plac'd their laareb in thy ikne. 

Thrice happy he, on whose calm breast 
The smiles of peaceful wisdom play, 

With all thy sober charms possessed, 
Whose wishes never learnt to stray. 

Whom truth, of pleasures pore but grave. 

And pensive thoughts, from folly save. 

Far firom the crowd's low-thooghted strife, 
Ft'om all that bonnds lair freedom's aim, 

He envies not the pomp of life, 
A length of rent-roll, or of name : 

For safe he views the vale-grown ehu, 

While thunder-sounding storms the mountain piue 
o'erwhelm. 

Of censure's jfrown he feels no dread, 

No fear he knows of vulgar eyes, 
Whose thought,- to nobler objects led, 

Far, far o'er their horizon flies: 
With reason's-suffrage at his side, 
Whose firm heart rests seltotisfied. 

And while alternate conquest sways 
The northern or the southern shore. 

He smiles at fortune's giddy maze, 
And calmly hears the wild storm roar. 

Ev'n Nature's groans, nnmov'd with fear, 

And bunting worlds, he'd calmly hear. 
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Snch are the fiiitiifiil hearts yoa love, 
O Friendship iair, immortal maid ; 

The few caprice could never aiove, 
The few whom interest never swayVI ; 

Nor shed nnseen, with hate reliik'd. 

The pale cares o'er the glooray mind. 

Soft sleep, that lov'st the peaceful cell. 
On these descends thy balmy power j 

While no terri6c dreams dispel 
The siombers of the sober hour; 

Which oft arrajr'd in darkness drear, 

W^e the wild eye of pride to fear. 

Content with all a fiirm wonld yield. 
This Sidott^s monarch liv*d nnknowiiy 

And sigb'd to leave his little fieki 
For the long glories of a throne — 

There once more happy and more fr«e 

Than rank'd with Dido's ancestry. 

With these pacific virtues bfess'd, 

These charms of philosophic due, 
Wrapt in yonr Richmond's tranqnil rest. 

Yon pass, dear C ^ yonr useful days. 

Where Thames your silent valUes hives. 
Proud of his yet ootaioted wav^ 

Should life's more public scenes engage 
Tour time that thus consistent flows,^ 

And following still these maxims sage, 
For ever brings the same repose ; 

Your worth may greater fame procure,^ 

But hope not happiness so pure. 

EM n OF VOL. I. 
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